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de PERSONS of the DRAMA, 


ALenoxso IV. . .. King of Portugal. 
PrpRo. . Prince of Portugal. 


8 Miniſters and Friends of the e King... 
Re Enemies to Pedro and Inez. 
GonSALEZ..) © | 


ALMADA. . An exiled Noble of Cates Father of 
5 Inez... Unknown. 


The Quzzs.:.. Mother « of Pelle. 


_ Inzz Dr CasTRO....The 15 Miſtreſs of Pedro» 


but privately married to him. 


LzonoRa....A Lady of large 1 and of the | 


blood royal of Portugal, once loved vg Pedro. 
Tuzzzsa....Her Friend. 
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WILLIAM WINDHAM, 
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| FROM RESPECT TO THE RARE AND BRIGHT UNION | 
| IN THE SAME CHARACTER | 
OF INTEGRITY, TALENTS, AND ERUDITION, 
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4 18 INSCRIBED, 1 5 
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ADVE RTISEMENT. 


Fiir Das x Pen which is now pre- 


ſented to the Publick, was written in the cloſe 3 


the year 1792, during the intervals of the Author 8 


profeſſional ſtudies, and for the amuſement only . 


of a few of his moſt intimate friends. Though 
favoured with the applauſe of thoſe, to whom it 
was ſhewn, and poſſeſſed perhaps, as a firſt ex- 
curſion into the walk of the Drama, of ſome 
ſhare of the Author's partial regard, it has not 
been offered for repreſentation, and conſequently 


has not incurred, the hazard of rejection by a 


Manager in the firſt inſtance, or * an 2 Audience 


1 ſecond. 


The fable is founded on a melancholy event 
10 in the annals of Portugal; and the cha- 
racters of AL PHON so, of PtpRo, and of Ix EZ, 

are tranſcribed with ſufficient accuracy from the 

— page : of the Hiſtorian. For the other characters, 
and for the ſubordinate. parts of the Drama, as 

for his own creatures, the Author muſt alone be 

reſponſible. GT, 

The unhappy fate of the beautiful and inno- 

cent IxEZ pz Cas TRO has been adorned by the 
poetry of Camotns: and has made its intereſting 
appeal to the ſympathy of the world from the 

TY Spaniſh, the French, and the Engliſh theatre. 

With thoſe, however, who have anticipated his 

ſubject on the ſtage, the Author has not main 

tained even what the Reader might conſider to be 


[ vi] 


a Proper correſpondence, Of the tragedies of 
which his fair Caſtilian has already been made 
the heroine, the Author has read, and that at a 


period ſubſequent to the completion of his own 
Piece, only the ErLvira of Mr. Marter. On 


comparing, therefore, any of the compoſitions 
in queſtion with that which is now ſubmitted to 


him, the Reader, it is preſumed, will readily ab- 


ſolve the Author from the ſuſpicion of having 


contracted obligations to the dramatick pre- 
occupants of his ſtory. 
For the Author to enter on any particular dif 
cuſſion of his work would be at once preſump- 
tuous and idle ;—preſumptuous, as an attempt to 


controll the judgment and decifion of that ſu- 
preme tribunal before which he ſtands and 
idle, as to exhibit or defend merit is ſuperfluous, 


eto palliate or recommend deficiency,—unavail- 
ing. With a mind neither below nor above its 
influences, the Author admits in the love of fame 

only a ſecondary principle of action; and there 
is an approbation, that he means of his own 
boſom, which he ſolicits in preference even to 
the plaudit of the world. Confident then that on 


this, and on every occaſion, his pen will be found 


ſubſervient to the great intereſts of man, as a 


| moral creature, he waits, with a leſs degree of 5 


trembling ſolicitude, for the ſentence which may 
be paſſed on him in his preſent accidental cha- 
rater of Daauarlsr and Pozr. 


1 1796. 
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A TRAGEDY. 


"ACT IL -SCENE I 
Enter Lxox ORA and THERESA. 
LzonoRa. 


; | Wa, my Thereſa! whom 1 my ſoul holds 


for - 


| | | Beyond the vulgar friend ;—to whom ſhe opens, 
As to her God, her laſt retreat of frailty! 
| } Oh! give your ſtory to my longing ear! 


ö N Saw you the Prince! * 
THERESA. 


E } I ſaw him, Leonora! 
1 The firſt . bluſhes of the morn had rous d 
4 I im. | | 
He forms d accontred for the chace... His eyes 


|| | Sparkled with lively ſpirit, and his ſteed, 


1 Scarce by the groom reſtrain d, with eager 
| neighings | 
4 Challeng' d the promis d field. 


2 I 


„„ 


F orbear, Thereſa! 
To play with my impatience was the letter 
Kindly accepted? was an anſwer given 
Such as my heart requires? 


THERESA. 


When I n d, 
The Prince, who ſeem'd Ah in earneſt con- 

verſe 
With a Caſtilian ſtranger, came to meet me, 
Receiv d your letter, and with courteous accents 
Inquir d or Leonora. . 


LON ORA. 


Did he fo? 
From Pedro! s lips fell Leonora's name 
In tones of ſoftneſs ?—Surely then he comes! I 
My ſweet deſerter will be true again; 

And love and pleaſure, exil'd many a day, 


Reviſit thele glad walls! 


THERESA. 5 


Long may ſuch inmates 
Diffuſe their brightneſs o'er my friend's apart- 
. ments! 


But W I fear that all your on + of Pedro 
Are my cheriſh' d. 


| LEONORA, 

Say you? — 
THERESA. 
-Nay, attend. 


At firſt with calmneſs he * d your letter. 
But ſoon wy eyes, ſuſpended on his countenance, 


1 


A TRAGEDY. 


Obſerv d the working of a ſtorm within. 
is features kindled, and his haſte let fall 
I know not what—of inſolence and—inez, 


VI 


Lroxora. 
Of inſolence it could not be, Therels | 


Your ears deceiv'd you Would my Pedro's 


tongue, | 
= A ſtranger ſtill to harſhneſs, thus reſent _ 
A tew light words that touch'd his pale: fac d 


Miet, 
The play-tning of the day ?—It WET not be! 


{ Doubtlels you err correct yourlelt, and + : 
It was not lo, 


= A kinder tone? 


TukkEs 4. 


| 5 Would that I could ! but furely 
No common tempeſt ſhook the Prince's ſoul : 
Though, jealous of our eyes, he quickly ſmooth'd. 
His outward perturbation. The Caſtihan 
Mark'd the rais'd paſſion, and was ſtruck: he 1 
3 ſtarted 

As pedro s raſhnels wildly utter d "ER * 


Loox. 


well might he ſtart !—it is a fearful name 
A name that cheats the miſtreſs of her lover! 
A name that robs the father of his fon! 
A name that dims the ſplendour of the court ! 
A name that tears her Prince from Portugal, _ 
And throws him to Caſtile : ill fortune blot it! 
Plagues cancel it !--But did not Pedro's reaſon 
Recall his temper, and inſtruct his ſpeech 


B 2 


4 „ 


THERESA. 


He coldly took his leave ; 
And, turning, 18 me counſel you to urge 
No more a vain unmaidenly purſuit : 
To check your fancies, as you ſtudied character, 
Sou ght peace, and ſhunn d the pain of * 


ment. 


LO NORA. 


He s vile nd gracious ! would he had reſerv'd | 
His counſels for his Inez '— She might want 
them! 


What and can this be all? there was a time 
When Leonora had the power to draw 
A kinder anſwer from her Pedro's lips 
But let it paſs; diſtraction's in the Wo - 
Of what has been the preſent hour exacts 
Another feeling, and a ſtronger ſpirit; - 
Not wailing—but revenge. Leave me, Thereſa! 5 
"Tis not in friend{hip to aſſuage my pain. 5 
And to behold the toſſing of my ſoul, 


In this tempeſtuous moment, would affect 


Too rudely your ſoft nature, Oh retire! 


TuxkEsa. 


1 go, my Leonora, though reluctant. 5 
May the kind Heavens, with ſofteſt influence, 
Drop healing on your mind! (Ex. Tura. 


LrOoVORA. 


0 never, friend ! 
The wound, inflicted by love, ſhame and ſcorn, 
| Rankles too deep within my breaſt for healing ! 
To be abandon'd 0 the man I love, 
On vhom my lavi — ſquander d all— 


CV 


My heart my perſon—ſurely were 2:1 
But to be worſe than left—to be deſpis'd ! 

I whoſe proud lineage reaches to the ebe 
Contemptuoufly caſt off !---and for a ſtranger! 
A wand'ring fair —ſprung from we know not : 
___ whom— 

A vagrant of Caſtile ! whoſe ſnowy kin, 

And loft hypocriſy form all her claim 


Io modeſty and beauty !—tis too much! 
But heard I not, —or was it but a dream, 


When my fond ſoul was abſent with Thereſa; 
That with the break of dawn the king arriv'd ? 
Should it be fo, ſome earneſt vuſinef brings him; 

Perhaps to Pedro for tis ſaid the monarch 
Wich doubtful patience brooks the Princes 
e 
And on the hardneſs oſ Alphonſo' $ nature, 
Impregnable alike to love or pity, 
This wondrous woman, this all-conquering Inez, 


{ May vainly ſpend the quiver of her charms! 


Oh! here is comfort yet !—this bar remov'd, 


Pedro and I once more may meet—my Pedro—. . 


Kor ALvaRo. 


Ha! who 4 art thou that ſteal it on my retire- 
ment, 


Thief. like, to catch the ds incaution drops, 


19 paſſion ſcatters? Shame on my domeſlicks 


Who thus expoſe their miſtreſs to intruſion! 


5 AlvARO. | 
My viſits, Madam! once I 3 PRE OY 


 Obtain'd a gentler name. When laſt we met, 


Smiling you own'd Alvaro's ſervices 


* Ware e of your love. 


” "7 UT rms os ts 


5 nes 


LroxoRA. 


I vas but the yielding i 
Of weakneſs to your ane ſuit. * 
Love thee! impolhble! my nature never 

Can yield admiſſion to ſo low a paſſion. 
Pity I may afford thee;—though to break — 
Thus rudely on my preſence, and-upbraid 
With th' indiſcretion of a random moment, 
Might make me ſcorn and hate—not pity thee. 1 


ALVARO. 


Thanks for ſuch goodnels to your ſlave but, 
„„ Madan, | 
Patience itſelf muſt yield to endleſs wrongs. | 
I know for whom you treat me thus;—on \hom 
Your love exhauſts its treaſures, white to me 
| It deals 1 Its fitful and penurious alms, 


LION ORA. 


"Fond cozen'd man! to . my ſcorn of thee 
Attachment to another!—were thy kind 


All periſh'd to thyſelf, thy FOR love 


* ould reject « as now, 


ALvano. 
8 1 Pedro, Madam!— 


| Loud x: 
tl Pedro!—What of Pedro, Sir?— 


ALVARO. 
Your 1 


With crimſon conſciouſ neſs prevents my tongue. — 
Your choice is prudent : ſhaded by a crown 
Even Pedros charms may ſtrike with more effect. 


A TRAGEDY. n 


Ezonora. 


Diſtration!—Mulſt I be inſulted 1 
And bear it tamely?— Which of all my acts 
Has given the ſland ring licenſe you aſſume? 


ALVARO. 


Madam! your choice is juſtified alike _ 
By love and by ambition;—but, alas! 


The Prince, not govern d by as true a judgment, 
Turns from the proffer'd treaty, and ſurrenders 


"mM the fair ſtranger of Caltile's dominion. 


LEONORA. 


W hence this to me of Pedro and his ſtrumpetꝰ 
| They are not near my thoughts!—but ſurely he, 


Whole vulgar fancy could decline from me 
To that white bawble, would excite wy ſcorn 
| And not my paſſhon.\ e. 


ALVARO. 


Strange, indeed, it is, 5 


That eyes, which once have glanc'd at Leonora, 
Should dwell on Inez — Vet- muſt Envy's ſelf 
Allow her beautiful. Her form and features 
Faſhion'd by Nature's happieſt hand, attract 
With grace and ſweet inteMgence. 


LroxoxA. Ss 
Enough! 
5 The lying praiſe offends my ear! 1295 

ALVARO, : 

Beſides. 


Her temper's even ſurface may have charms 
For eyes that like not Nature's fine variety 


— . ̃ ˙uͥ—˙.⁰“ arty op” 1 ———— ‚— 


— INEZ, 
Off calm and tempeſt. The weak Prince, 
perhaps, 5 | 
Tired of the rougher element's caprice, 
Enjoys tt the placid haven's ſafe repoſe. 


LEON ORA. e 
Thou art a villain - With a lover's maſk 

Thou gain'ſt admiſſion to inſult and wound 
A weak defenceleſs woman; whole ſole crime 


Was patience of thy vows. —Thou never lov'dſt 
e 


AIlvARO. 


N ever loved thee!—Yes, witneſs Heaven how 

4 trul7 ?! 
Witneſs the bluſhing hours, which five me ſteal _ 
From courts, and rob ambition of her joys, 

Humbly to pour my paſſion at your feet: — 


To kneel and to be F lights at 


length 

Have driven me from you, and reſtor'd my 2 

ir OO 

1 Here I aſſert it; and henceforth abjure 
All fond attendance on a thankleſs Woman, 

To fill my ſtation near Alphonſo's throne, 
His miniſter and friend. Your late refletion 
May ſhew the value of the man you've loſt. — 
May ſhew—Alvaro had perhaps the power 

To give your boſom's inmoſt wiſh effect, 

An' rid you of your rival. But farewell ! 

RS Ang ex pects me, and I haſte to meet him! 


LEON ORA. 


Alvaro ſlay 1 thou didſt ever love me 
5 Thou wouldit not leave me thus for a weak ſally 


A TRAGEDY. 4 
Of the raſh temper which my parents gave me. 
JJ, od ene 
1 8 —  ......} T TC 
3 | What to be your ſcorn? 
To wound you with the ſight of him, whoſe love 
Were he the ſole ſurvivor of his ſex, 
Would ſtill be your contempt? No;—to the 
„ —— it 
I yield the prize my faithful ſuit might claim. 
Go to Mondego!—Kneel to the Caſtilian— 
Sue to be of her train!—in conſcious power 


That fears no rival, ſhe will grant the bon. 


There you may ſee your Pedro: there attend 
A ſatellite of that ſtar, whoſe ſingle ſplendour 
Uſurps the heavens entire and dims you all! 
That fair whom I—but wherefore think of that? 
Me ſhe has never wrong'd: her power with 
jn as 
' Touches in me no nerve that jars and pains. 
Her ſex and charms plead ſtrong for my regard: 


And to atchieve her tall would only ſerve _ 


A woman who contemns me! 


LEONORA. | 
HT, J ĩ * | © 7 Son 
Though my quick blood, reſentful of your 
LS eos „„ 
Burns into blues, which the indiff'rent names 
Of Pedro and his fair could never kindle; 
Yet I forgive the injuriouſneſs of paſſion. 
But deem me not inſenſible to favours; 
Thankleſs of benefits. — Though vers'd in courts, 
As yet unlearned in the heart of woman, 
Thou can'ſt not conſtrue its myſterious language. 


10 INE Z. 


Not as we love or hate, we mile or fran: — 
But, in obedience to the reigning humour, 


As pride or art may prompt. Then ſtay and 
liſten, 


N Whill Jaſſert the candour of my boſom : 
Tell you your faithful love is there recorded: 


And not a ſervice your affection yields F me 
2 Shall fall ol Its reward. 


was; 
Would 1 could think it! 


LrONORA. 
Be certain of "= truth. 


ALvaRkO. | 


Then the N ſhe, 
Who chains all eyes, and Hills all ours with 
praile, 
Each mans attraction, and each woman's s envy, 
Shall fade before you.—But, the ſervice done, 

Say ſhall my Leonora's hand be mine? 


LIONORA. 


The woman of Caftile i is not my rival, 


She claims my pity rather than my hate 5 
And — 


ALVARO. 5 
Nay then, let her fortune triumph fill 
I'll not afſail i it. 


LEONORA. 


Why ſo warm, Alvaro? 
Surely I ought to pity, not to hate her. 
Let as ſhe is my country's foe, is leagued 


A 


)) 
With alien plunderers,—and wy s the Prince 
From his high duties, I muſt wiſh her alt; 
And would do much to compals it. 
ALYAR.: 
= 5 1 promiſe | 
1 Yourſelf—the rich requital of the deed. 
| LION ORA. 


He who effeAs it is his country 8 friend; 
And he muſt ſtill be mine. Were he Alvaro, 


= My hand, perhaps, might form his recompence. 
5 Let this ſuthice. 1 leave yo Du now.—You know 


me. Bp | Exit LEONORA, 


| ALvaRo. 
Ay well! a vain, imperious, artfu] woman! 


K _ Whothink| to ſhape me to thy purpoles, . 
S To uſe, —then throw me by, Ul try, however, 


To mine below thy cunning, and atchieve thee, 


© But then thy heart is Pedro's, and, if fame 


Lie not,—thy perſon alſo 1—W hat of that ? 


| My love is not the doating ſage's dream; 


The theme of youthful bards! and thy full 5 


fortunes, 


1 Rich as they are with Liſbon" s royal blood, 


Would {well mine proudly o'er their native bank; 
And lift them even to the height of empire. 
Now tor the price at which thou muſt be bought, 

The fall of Inez: — tis already fix'd, 

And in delpite to Pedro: for the love 
Of Leonora marks him for my hate. 

His boaſted virtues too degrade and wound me: 
And the 8 ſhower d on him by the 
wor 


"5, oy INE , 
i e alls like a blaſling mildew on my « ear. 
* But he ſhall feel my power. Coello comes! 


Whoſe hate to Pedro is as warm as mine. 
TI] blow it into flame. 


Enter CotLiLo. Þ 
5 The King, Alvaro! 
+ Requires your preſence; and hath ſent me hither, | 
Where love and you, he knew, were to be found, 
To lay he waits ___—— 5 


ALvaro. 


8 I attend his pleaſure. 
The theme of Leonora and myſelf 
Juſt ere you came, Coello! was your miſtreſs, 
The beauteous Inez. my 


Corio. 


SD Could not Leonora 
| . a worthier ſubject for your theme, 5 
Than her, whoſe name you — but to diſtreſs __ 


me? 
: ALVARO. i 
Why throw th unkind ſuſpicion | on your 
friend? 


Or why the name of Inez thus diſtreſs you? 
You loved it once: and the ſweet owner's 
53 
Brilliant as thoſe with which the Almighty deck d 
The firſt fair wonder of creating power, 
Would vindicate a ſaints or Ng s dotage. 
It ihe refuſed your love. 


ne 5 
Death! that ſhe could! 


Not as our merits, but their fancies urges 


A TRAGEDY. 13 
That any woman ſhould poſſeſs the power, 
Curſe on my fond conceſſion ! to reject me! 
There's pain and degradation in the thought. 
5 ES ALVARO. 5 . 
Jou feel too ſharply what we all may ſuffer 
From woman's light caprice! Imperious love 
Subjects us to the fair, who e or raiſe us, 


Tis ſtrange indeed when poverty rejects 1 
Wealth's offer d hand, replete with human bleſ- 
VVV 
And, obſtinately dull, prefers the coldneſs, 
And all the pale diſcomforts of her lot, 
To the warm ſplendour, and the pride of life. = 


LEE ens. 5 
*Tis wond'rous ſtrange, my friend, and my heart 
Oo To TIE on 
That e&'er my weakneſs ſhould expoſe my for- 
Fs = "Tn en Nog 
To the rejection of a poor Caſtilian, 5 
Of peaſant birth perhaps, - tho' her ſoft feature 
And rare endowments well might ſpare the doubt. 
Yet was {he poor, and, as thou know'ſt, Alvaro! 


1 She, with her aged mother, ill removed 
| From the rude inſults of aſſailing want, 


Lived not, but breathed in deep'obſcurity; 

Till I obſerved her Ho ved and was refuſed! 

3 „ 

Her devious conduct mocks the attempt to 
„ 3 8 

Io its hid ſource. Strong doubtleſs the averſion 

Which could o'ercome thoſe natives of our 
boſoms, 


— — 


14 INE Z. 


The 180 of riches, place, and luxu 
=. Yet whence the averſion? Age and forms like 
Is. yours 
Raiſe not averſion in the female No Art. 
Was there no rival, then, that jought her love, 
Whole power to gratiſy her pride and pleaſure, 
Was great as yours ! PENS 


— — — = 4 


 Coxiro. 


Perhaps—but wherefore thus 
Force me to tread the path which leads to add 
nels r-. 

Rival p yes, yes, there was l —for then began 
That fatal intercourſe, whence Portugal 

Juſtly laments her alienated Prince. 

Led by my love, and reckleſs of my merits, 

He came, and ſaw---and ſeiz d my yielding prize. 

For which, if I forgive him,---may the Heavens 

Pour down their hotteſt Vengeance on my head! 


— a 
g 1 So = 1 1 N - 


=: ALvaro. 3 
Forbear, my friend, this ineffefual -aſſion, 
"Though wrongs like Four” s are mou to move 
- the blood, 
And urge the tongue to nene To be ſcorn' d 
By a poor low-born wench, and ſee her torn 
From your juſt love by a proud lawleſs graſp! 
--- Why, friend! it moves me ſtrangely but to 
think on't! 
But why expoſe your honour in a treaty 
With ſuch a nymph as Inez? lighter offers 
Perhaps had found ſucceſs. *Tis often ſeen, 
The pride, our blind affection taught to mount, 
O'erlooks and leaves us. Had you woo'd the fair 
With the gay wantonneſs of youthful love, 
Haply [hc had 1 . 
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Cox LI o. 


1 1 Heavens! Alvaro! 0 

She ſeem'd like chaſtity herſelf, indued 

With human form! her lucid cheek alone 
Was warm and tender: in her heart 6 Aa d 
Majeſtic virtue on her throne of ice! 
And when I would aſlay her with looſe paſſion, 
Something within her, like Divinity, 

Aw'd my raſh purpole, and congeal d the ſounds 
Half form'd and trembling on my TE. 8 


ALVARO. ä 
#® Tis ſtrange 
The Prince acknowledg'd not the imperious 
ower | _ 
Of this reſiding Deity in Inez | ST. 
= His love knew no vain fears; and ſhe would 
by rather CVV’˖˖ nts 


602110 0 


Be Pedro's miſtreſs than Coello's conſort ! 
This would you fay ?—Damnation, that 'tis true! 
Ruin overtake the {trumpet and her lover! 
| You counſel temper, who have felt no wrongs! 
Your blood, Alvaro, ſoon would loſe its coolneſs, 
Were my os the wounds your own, | 


ALVARO, 


Ihey are, Coello! 5 
And you ſhall find me, heart and head and hand, 
| Your engine to reſent them but theſe allies 
| Of the wild blood promote not wiſdom's ends. 
She moves with order, ſecrecy, and vigour 
Io her deſign; and, frugal of her ſtrength, 
Aims no uncertain blows. Then hear, ocllo! 
— 


*> 


„ 
Im all attention, ſpeak! 4 
AlL vARO. 
Hear then, and learn 


That the revenge you ſeek, may not be diſtant ! 


Cox LLO. — 
Oh that it were 1 
ALvano. 


Ceaſe to interrupt me. 
The King, reſentful of the Prince's abſence | 


From council and the court, even now, m ſecret 


Re volves ſome plan of wrath. —As syet he's ſilent: 
But ſoon, —you know Alphonſo 8 deep, dark 


ſoul, 


His fury, ſcornful of its long confinement, _ 
Will burſt its chains, and ruſh upon its object. 
"This viſit, if I deem aright, to Coimbra 
Teems with events of moment. Old Gonfalez, 


With all his country's rancour to Caſtile, 


And mad to ſee the Prince protect her exiles, 
Still goads the monarch's angry 3 


And arags them into ace. 70, 


Cotto. 
This is moſt certain. 


For the old courtier's hate to proud Caſtile 


And to her foſter d exiles, mocks diſguiſe, 


Points ſtill his tongue, and tinges it with venom. 
The King remarks it, and it ſeems to pleale him. 


ALVARO. 
"Tis true it does. Our part 18 cal then: 


NR 


. 


When mo 
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To join Gonſalez in his patriot malice, 


Be loud and inſtant in our country's cauſe ; 


Wait on the monarch's weakneſs, rouſe his 


jealouſies, 


Alarm his pride, condenſe the ſtorm of paſſion, 
And pour it full on Pedro and his miſtreſs. . 
Then, fall howe'er it may, it works our good. 
Only, with careful heed, obſerve yourſelt: 
Let no eruption of your fiery nature 
Diſcloſe the latent mine in public feeling 
| Loſe all the private !—be Coello's wrongs 
_ Oferwhelm'd in Portugal's! Mw 


A 
Im ſchool d and tame! 


ALVARO. 


Bee confident the man, that wounds my friend, 
Muſt be my foe that Pedro has my hate. 
But I ſhould bluſh to bear ſo weak a ſpirit, 
As not to greet him with the looks of kindneſs _ 
i his preſence pain'd me! from a friend 

The blow which reaches to a Prince muſt come. 
Remember this! be cloſe! be cool! 1 


CoxlILO. 
I will; 


And force my ſwelling boſom to ſubſide | 


At wiſdom's ſoft command. But ſee the King, 

Impatient of our ling'ring, comes to meet us! 
Gonſalez with him! . 

Enter Alruoxso and GONSALEZ. 
. 

This great goodneſs, Sire! 

Augments the weight of favours which already 


» n 
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Oppreſſes your poor ſervant —On wo knee 
Thanks, gracious lovereign! 


Arrnoxso. 


Alvaro, riſe! 
I know, and pardon the {low foot of love 


Dragging with fond reluctance from the threſhold 

Of his fair miſtreſs. But my wonder's great 

That this ſame puling ſickneſs of the mind, 
Proper to girls, ſhould thus relax and narrow 

The amplitude and vigor of your boſom! 

For ſhame recall the man! think what you are ;— 


Your character and ſtation! That Alvaro 


Should be a woman's llave your country's voice 


And our's forbids! 


AILVARO. 


Your Majeſty i 15 ien d 
Juſtly to Shade 25 follies of your lervant. 


But I would hope my Liege can never deem 


Alvaro' ſpirit of ſuch flimſy matter, 


As to be ſhatter'd by the hand of love l. 
No, gracious Liege, its texture is entire: 5 
ch And "naught is twiſted with its forming threads, 
But public care and duty to my king. 


AlrHñOxSO. 
e ſpoke our friend Alvaro! Wouldſt 
thou ſee 


The ſtrange transforming power of childiſh 
paſſion, 


65 look on Pedro! try, to trace in him 


The ſoldier or the ſtateſiman !—you Il find 


nothing 5 
But a poor ſtrumpet's minion I- Oh! tis pitiful 
Te o lee the ſtately temple of his mind, 
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Built for imperial fortune, quite oerthrown ; 
And on its lite a paltry pagod reard 
Jo the baſe monkey-deity of love. | 


GoxsALEZ. 


Your Majeſty's ſtrong virtue, wilt reſents 
The ſoft corruption of enfeebling paſſion, 
Haply may blot the fault, 8 mark, too deeply. 
A little e in life's fervid noon, 
Our age may well forgive. The Prince is noble : 
And, though the lure of pleaſure may awhile 
Jempt him from duty, yet his generous nature 
Will rally ſoon, and re-affert her rights. 

True, I lament that caſineſs which Viet him 
Jo the deception of a worthlels woman, 
His country's {+ 


 ALPHONSoO. 


5 Ay, that's the wound w hich pains me! 
Pedro might toy away an idle hour 

Unblamed, unqueſtion'd: tis the privilege 
Of his luxuriant years. I too have cit 
'The mutiny of blood, and own'd the law, 
| Indignant of its baſe contrall, which forces. 
Ts to continue his degenerate Kind. 
But ſtill my mind was fice, Even from my boſom, 
Urged by my country's good, or honour's call, 
I could have thrown the wanton of my bed, 
And pierced her panting breaſt. But Pedro, 1 
 Pedro--- © 

The ſtain of his defcent! the bluſh of manhood ! 
Lulls his high honours in a harlot's lap, 
And, for the bribe of a laſcivious *r 5a 
b Betrays his country, ſovercign, and himſelf, 
For him this haſten'd journey. Ves! tis Ledro, 
Who us de Irauds my night of 1ts repole, 
CG 2 
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Jou are our friends; and, though the Prince, 


f And heir of Portu gal, demand your love, 


When your ſupport is alk'd for us and Portugal. 


With knots of tenfold ſtrength. —If for myſelf 
I ſpeak, —grown hoary in my Prince's ſervice, | 


His and his people's good. 
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And tears my aged temples from my pillow. 
Fain would I ſave him with perſuaſion's mildneſs: 
Or, if entire his overthrow of mind, 2 
With power and juſt exertion reinſtate him. 


our fon 
Yet do we lean on you with full reliance; _ 


Aſſured, that naught can warp your rectitude, 


___ Gonsarttz. 8 
Our Sovereign's confidence affirms us to him 


» 


His will's my conduct; and my ſingle object 


CokLLO. 


And ſo ſpeak J. 


And were the Prince the brother of my blood, 
Thron'd in the very centre of my heart, 
Thence would I tear him, if my Liege required. 


ä 5 
Your loyalty commands your ſovereign's 


thanks. 


But wherefore ſtands Alvaro ſilent thus? 
You love the Prince I know: and tis my love 
Alone that can inflict the wound which ſaves him. 
But ſay it were not ſo.---Surely the King 
Who raiſed your houſe to it's now envied height, 
Who call'd you to his counſels and his boſom, 
Demands the ſervice of your firſt affection. 


i x 


I now poſſe 
Flows from the fountain of your royal bounty 
Bankrupt of thanks I own.---Let me own, too, 

That, were I not the creature of your favour, FD 
The manly vigour of my ſovereign's ſoul, 

| His ſtern contempt of pleaſure's gilded toys, 

His firm adherence to hi 
Would challenge all my boſom to himſelf, 

And leave no ſpace for any rival there. 

Vet dol love the Prince Heaven knows how 


RIS 
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ALVARO. 


I feel! it, 1 ſovereign! and that all 
above th unnoticed throng, 


is people's welfare, 


truly! 


4 l And, pardon, Sire! th' infirmity which ſtrives 


Vainly to emulate your {tro g- nerved virtue, 


It wounds me when [ think the arm of power 


Muſt ſtrengthen reaſon's inefficient voice. 


ALPHONSO. 1 Rs 
Diſmiſs the fooliſh feeling from wb en: e 


To us commit the means the end may aſlæ: 


[ Think thou of duty only and thy king. 


Enter MESSENGER, 
GonSALEZ. 
The man, my „Lord! who bore your Majeſty's $ 


High orders to the Prince. 


ALenonso. = 
- Well, Sir !---Your buſineſs: 75 


+ Where | 18 5 the Ince! 7 


| MESSENGER. 


1 found him not, my Liege! 
4 


Or how attended: 9 


22 IN E 2. 
He left his palace at the break of day, 


Es hey told me, tor the chace.” 


Gos SALEZ. 
Was he alone? 


2 


MESSENGER. 
It was ſaid, my berdt: 


A baniſh'd 1 of Caſtile was with him, 
| When he took hor le.—-Of more I cannot ſpeak. 


ALpnoxso. 


5 * our errand i Is diſcharged--enough---away' 


[Ex. Mkss. 


Gore to the chace! ay! tis the acc I fear, 
Cf thy diſhonour, Pedro! and ſhould not 
Our guardian kindneſs intercept the danger, 

Thou wouldt O ertake thy: ruin. Love's bis 


ame! 


And the warm ſport has led him to Mondego: 
Fire to abale, bencath a woman's feet, 
The pride of manhood, and his country's hope! 


GoxsALEZ. 
Perhaps his comrade. the Caſtilian fugitive, 


Prompt to abſolve his debt of Sratitude, 


Might preſs the excurſion to Mondego's walls, 


To kneel, and print on the white hand of Inez 


41 hanks 1 1 er lovereign patronage. 


ALPHONSO. 
| Ay! there 


The ſtring yo ou touch'd was diſcord. Portugal 
III bears, 1 know, this partial waſte of favour 


On her proud foes. Beſi des, protection given 


To thoſe who fly his Juſt a authority, 
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May kindle anger in our brother * Pedro, 
And float our Portugal with crimſon war. 

It muſt not be.---Yet to prevent it aſks 

No common counſels. Lenient to his weakneſs 
The people love him; and his doating mother, 
Enamour'd of his very fault, embraces 

Its wanton object. Be it your care, Coello! 
To bear our pleaſure to this truant Prince; 
And ſay his King expects his inſtant preſence. 
| Your labour will be eaſy !---at Mondego 
FVoulll find, I think, the "hacer 138 me FR”. 


CoklIo. 


1 fly; my Liege, upon the wings of duty, 
10 cxecuie 4 85 Will. 1 COELLO, 


ALpnons0. 


And now, my lords! N 

* yield you to yourſelves. Think of the means 

Jo give your ſovereign's purpoles effect: 

And, when Coello's miſſion is accompliſhd, 1 = 2 

Exe the ſun reach it's noon, we'll meet again. 5 

Heavens! {hall the throne of Portugal be made 

The couch of ſloth and wantonnels 1 
lords! —_ , 

The occaſion vide us wake our lumbering force, 

And ſhew us to our people, like ourſelves! 

Firm in our palace, as the held :---nor more. 

| Unmann' d a vy partial kindneſs than by fear! 

e ; 


* The Cruel of Caſtile. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT, 


. IN E 2. 
ACT uU. 
PEDRO and Inzz. 


PEDRO. 


O my foul 8 happineſs ...without whom life 


Were but a cheerleſs gloom! How flow have 


_ crept 
The ſullen 's ſince late I left your arms! 
Thus let me fold you !---1n your ſweet ſociety 
Time ſcarce is felt to be; - though all its minutes 
Are lively with delight, and each relates 
A ſeparate tale of bliſs. But ſay, my fair, 


What grief has veil'd the luſtre of your eyes; 
And on your cheek,---the roſy leat of } Joy, 
| Flanted It's paler enſign? — 


Inzz. 


Oh my Pedro! q 


a More welcome than the light to him, who pines. 

In the dark dungeon's boſom, is your preſence _ 
'To theſe glad eyes ;---before it all my cares 

Light fly,---as ſpectres from the ſovereign glance 


Of the . mounted on his eaſtern throne. 

You talk of abſence and its pains, my Pedro, 

Whoſe manly firmneſs gives the r to bear 
them. 


How muſt they wound my breaſt, where they | 


encounter 


A mind as ſenſitive, and far more TY p 
Buſineſs-with you eludes the wants of love, 


And public cares withdraw you from your Inez: 
For vour proud fortune will not ſtint to one, 


5 W hat thouſands Wye claim. But, left by thee, b 


A TRAGEDY. th 
Im wholly reft :---for thou art all I own! 
And vain each art to loſe thy loved idea 
Even for a moment.---Hopelels {til to pleaſe, 
The Muſe unſtrings the lyre or folds the page, 
And ſpares th unheeded ſtrain. Where er I walk 
Some object brings thee to my love. ſick thought. 
Each tree, our hade at noon; each flower that 
„ bloom 
Fringing the path which . along the ſtream, 
Or Daun at evening, as the nightingale 
Trills her melodious love, -ſtill ſpeaks of thee! 
But oh my Pedro much 1 fear, my bliſs, 
Poſleſs'd of thee, has more in it of Heaven 


Than is indul ged to this dim lower world. 


Ah---much I fear its raptures will be ſhort! 


PR DR O. 


Inez forbear this jealouſy of fate, 
This cold miſtruſt or Heaven; whole watchful 
care 
Attends on innocence like thine, averts 
The ſhafts of danger; and, when peſtilence 
Rides on the lurid clouds, —bids the breeze waſt 
Health to thy favour'd manſion. Death, indeed, 
At laſt muſt come! but after many a year 
Of pure protracted blils :---and when he comes, 
His touch ſo lightly ſhall diſſolve the ties, 
Which bind thee to our world, that. che great 
change 

Shall paſs unfelt !---the cauſe alone of wonder, 

Of Joy and holy praiſe. 


INzZ. 
5 Alas my Pedro ! 

Your paſſion forms the excellence it ſees 
In its poor object. All my boaſt of goodneſs 


INE 


15 purity of crime: and can this aſk 


Ih'immediate guardianſhip of Heaven?—beſides, 
Who can explore the ways of Providence? 


Thick darkneſs veils them, and forbids the fight. 


1 know not whence or wherefore [ ſhould fear, 
But yet, alas! I fear !---'11s the ſuſpicion 


Alone perhaps of my too happy fortune! 


Yet here it livs---by day a cold oppreſſion, 
And in the night, a ghaſily fiend to lhape 
The affliction of my dreams. 


PEDRO. 
Loet reaſon, Tus ! 


Diſpel imagination 8 dark: abuſe: 


Guld all your days with | Joy mY our nights with 5 
llumbers 
Pure as an infant's brilliant as a iel 8! 
Ah! whence, my. dearer life! this lirange emonon? 
That figh ;---this liquid gem, which trembling 7 
chines 


On your {well'd lid? Cook the myſterious cauſe 
Of anguiſh or alarm {---Is not the vow, _ 
Which at the holy altar made you mane, 


Witnels'd and ſeal'd in Heaven? Has not my love 


Outrun the engagement of the ha Mow'd contract , 


Or can a doubt inſurious to my faith CPL 
ouch your ſoit bolom, when my heart ſubmits 
Not as your beauty's, but your viriue's ſubject ! 


D9s no! my ine 0 your troubled ſpirit 


Vinſper ſweet tales of peace; Of happinels 7 


8. f comiag greatnels ; ;---of Officious crowds, 
Pre ms with dutcous love to touch your hand: 
To kneel before your throne, and gaze upon 
The wonder of your ſoul— illumined features, 


Retleciing luſtre” on the gold that crowns them f ſ 
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INE. 
| Talk not of oreatneſs, Pedro I'm too oreat, 
I fear, already [---would that the kind Heavens 
Had given me Pedro in an humbler ſtate ;--- 
Above the pains of want, but yet beneath 
Thoſe ſtrong inquictudes, which ſhake the lofty. 


Ilz true, poſleſling thee,---in any fortune 


J had deen envy 's mark ut now the fury 
Purſues me with the fulneſs of lier rancour : 
Taints my pure fame, flains my unſullied conduct, 
Points to my ruin, as the publick wiſh ; 

And opens on me all the cry of ſtate. 

At laſt ſhe'll ſeize her prey, and chou perhaps, 


Avert che e Heaven! fon it tall with Inez! _ 


PID RO. 


: | Relieve your tender boſom of it's pain! 5 
My fortune is too ſrong to dread the lap,--- 
The lurking cowardice of court-intrigue! 

Its rocky bulwarks are my country's laws, 

My country's love! and---while ſecure my for- 

tune, 

What danger c- can n approach with its alarm 

To touch my fair! my joy! my Pride! my wiſe! 


INE Z. 


1 know not, Pedro N another moment 
The honied breath: your love has Javiih'd on me, 
Would have allay* d the pangs of any care 
My boſom ever felt :---but let me own,--- 
With bluſhes own, this ill without a name 
Baitles the healing medicine-of your lips, 
And ceaſes not to throb !---Laſt night my lleep 
Was lo deſorm d with 1 Images of terror, 


. 
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\ 

| That {till the impreſſion's buried in my heart, 

| Beyond the hand of reaſon to eraſe 

| 5 1 PE DRO. 

| And is a dream---the parent of this anguiſh 
That preys upon your ſpirits 7— Dreams, my 


Jr One; -----. 
| Are fancy's ſports. When judgments cell is 
f ee, 
| Th enchantreſs yokes her dragon-wain, and, Fi 
| ſwifter 


Than the ſun-beam ranging the univ erſe, N 
Prom earth, air, flood, and Hre culls parts of things, E 
= Combines and limbs them with e wild- 
4] 5 . FE 
18 pPpurns order, time and place kia madly boaſts = 
=_— . Her ſtrange creation, form'd in proud defiance 
VDODOkf truth and nature's plan.---O ! let not ſhadows 
. | Affright) your mind from reaſon's guardian arms! 

Periſh the dream's memorial, as the dan £ 

Lev els 1 its air-built fabric. 


Dh Turz. 
fl | Neer Lakes: 

Did I reſpect the mimick power of fleep, 

Nor have its viſions e'er before oppreſs'd me. 

Still has it ſhewn, as in a broken mirror, 

Some odd, diſorder d ſemblance of the day, 

And with the likeneſs plealed me !—But this 

. 

This 1 . night, 0 to my eyes, 

In ſuch diſtin, and vivid portraiture, _ 

A ſcene of woe, ſo wond'rous and 3 of. 
| That it ſhould ſeem th' immediate hand of 
Hit Heaven 

Tracing too ſurely the read doom of fate, 


IS. 
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PRE D RO. 


Think not with ſuch deep ſadneſs of a nothing! 
And ceaſe to rend your boſom and your Pedros 
With pangs of viſionary woe !—But, Inez! 
Relate the dream which thus could difarrange 
A mind attun'd as thine. N 


My tongue will falter, 


g Yet ſhall it tell thee all.— Alone, methought, 
I wanderd rg” o'er an unknown waſte. 


Dark was the ſcene,—lave when the burſting 


clouds 


With. fitful fires diſcloſed its drearineſfſs 
Wrapp'd in a livid ſheet. The winds were high; 
And, fn 

| So rudely that it trembled. My heart ſunk; 
When ſuddenly a dreadful voice appall'd me,— 
| Ah! how unlike to thine!—r thunder'd—INEZ! 

| And ſeem'd the demon's of the ſtorm IA turn d 
And ſtraight perceived myſelfthe helpleſs captive 
| Of ruffian force! „ „ 


rieking Oer the deſert, {truck my frame 


== + Bea. 
Where—where was Pedro then ? 


Sprung not his falchion to avenge the wrong? 


Alas! thou waſt not there, - when I was 
e 5 a . 


hefore a man, whoſe looks ſubdued my foul _ 
More than the night or ſtorm !—his countenance 


Was dark as that, —his accents loud as this! 


Fiercely he cried, — Hence take this fair 


reproach ! 


* 
J. 
1 
i 
J 

"| 


a; (EY IN E 
This pelt of Portugal! this ſhame of Pedro!” 


1500 have ſued tor mercy- call Jon Heaven, 


On thee but my w eak tongue refuſcd! its office! |- 
The relt was tome wild horror. „ he Im d 
beneath 


The roar oi waves I & © m'd: a direful tumult 
Aſtoniſh'd evry ſenſe: my labouring lungs = 
Struggled in vain to licave : my ſick eyes tlwam = 


In night—with hollow noil:'s rang my cars! 


1 tried to ſcream,---and in the painful effort 
 Awaked, -.ſcarce yet aſſured of life, and feeling. 


The damps of death cold in my pauſing heart, 


And clull'ring on my ſkin! 


Ense 
No wonder, Inez, 


This dream ſhould ſhake thee rudely lince its | 


terror 


Aſſails even me, though proud i in my reſiſtance 5 
10 -thele fantaſlick mockeries of night. 
But be it now forgotten! Let thy bolom 
Be calm again as infant innocence: 
Smooth as the liquid ſurface, which the breath 
Of tummer gently curls, and ruffles not. 
| Let ſupc rllition, with her pale diſeaſe, 


\Weaken and havit common minds :---be thin 
1he health of reaſon, by religion tolter'd. 


Rely on Heaven!--and, as Heave -n's means, on me 


To {hield thy e e from the human tempell. 


In theſe fond arms, which cloſe thee to my heart, : 
Relign the throb of danger! 


| | IX. = 
Oh! my Pedro! 


My ſoul emerges fo her depth of gloom ; 


„ 


* 
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And, having ſhared with you her load of anguiſh, 


Is lighten d and reſtored !---I now could [mite 


At my late weakneſs.---But Ill never more 
Diſtreſs you with the phantoms of my pillow. 


The Queen approaches! tell her not your Inez 


Doats like her aged nurle ! . 


Eater Querx, 


Pepro. 
My honour 4 parent! 


Thus low upon his knee your ſon preſents 


The tender ol his duty and his love. 


IN. 2. | 
ht thus 1 bend | in gratitude to her 


Who dried the tears which dew'd a mother's 


hearſe; 


Call q me to life, and bade me e live 15 own! 1 


OQurrx. 


Riſe, my dear children! and a mother” 8 bleſſing. 
Reſt on you both! I joy to ſee you, Pedro, 


So ſoon return'd to your fair [poule, whole ſpirits - 


Fade in your ablence :---yet I wiſh ſhe'd often 
Conſent to chide you hence, and ſpare the preſent, 


10 give the future happinels a{lurance! 


PE D RO. 


Why ſpeaks my mother thus threats an ny 8 


danger 
To juſtify Precaurion 1 ? 
QUEEN. 


None perhaps. 
But age, my ſon, like mine, 1s prone 0 tremble 


32 ng INE Z, 
Where youth ſees naught but ſafety Well 


[ you know 


The proud dominion of your father's temper, 
Sterner from oppoſition. He rega ds 
Your abſence from his court as fhgited duty: 


And calls its fond occaſion dotage, —baſeneſs, 2 


Doe enerate and ſhameleſs luxury, 
- Sullying Alphonſo's heir !---ſay Pond not then 
Some condeſcenſion to the monarch's wiſhes, 
Some blending vith his counſels and his court, 


Tend to recall his love, and thus prevent 


; The firoke of ambuſh' d miſchief , N 
| . Inzz. 
5 Sovereign lady! 


= Beloved. as the who bore me! too---too trul 


Your fears are tuned with mine! alas! my mother! 


Dear as I hold my Pedro,---doat upon him, 
Feed on his looks, and live beneath his eye; 
Let has my frequent ſuit implored his abſence 
Fo ſooch th' ambition of his father's wiſh, 


And grant the claim of 8 — 0 wy full hear 
Will burſt with its alarms! | 


PEDRO. 


Mere fancy-form d! 
Tis true my father's harſh, but not unjuſt ; 
Severe, not cruel ;---and my duteous ſervice 
Has ever pleaded for a ſon's regard. 


0 


If I renounce the court, tis my contempft 
Of its poor craft, the counterfeit of wildom : 


Tis my reſentment of its gaudy crimes; 


© Irs fatal whiſpers, and its traitor ſmiles, 


Which keeps me from its circle. It diftrats me 


To lee Gonlalez,---with his hoary crown, 


Depole the uſt ſupremacy of reaſon, 


1 


er! 


art 


That, to walk 
Virtue and wiſdom muſt conlent to veil. : 
The fulnels of their beauty, and beware 
Not to offend with luſtre. Ev'ry fot, 


A TRAGCED TY. uy 


And give the throne to idiot prejudice! 


To ſee Alvaro, in his own dark boſom, 8 
Brooding o'er plans of miſchief,---while deceit 


Plays on his cheek, as the light ſunbeam dances 
On the quick ſurface of the deep abyls. 
To ſee Velaſquez, Nunio, and Coello, 
Self- placed on wiſdom's ſummit, looking down 


In mimick majeſty on ſubject man, 


5 Their ſcorn 8 and baſe of greatneſs Oh — 


mother! 


To view the dull, myſterious,---guilty ſcene, 
Fatigues and pains -e. 


Minds like thine, my ſon, 


May well contemn the pomps, abhor the-crimes 


Which ſtain or gu a court---but oh! reflect 
ſafely in an age like this, 


And knave, rebuked by your ſuperior merit, 
Becomes your foe; and not an arm ſo weak 


But may inflict a blow to wound the ſtrongeſt. 
Thoſe, whom you ſ{corn,---Coello and Alvaro, —— 
May give their hate a ſhape to cauſe you harm, 


PE DRO. „ 
They cannot---I'm raiſed above their power 


Too high to fear its workings ; and my conduct 
Has ſtill been clear, and ſtrong to meet the foe. 


i „ 1 
Be not ſecure beyond what reaſon warrants. 
Aſſuming on your father's alter'd countenance, 


| Your enemies alarm and haraſs him 


D 


» 
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With hints and dark ſu e All your actions 

Are tortured from their truth: even your =Y 
r 

Of the Caſtilian exiles has been call d 

Treaſon to Fortu gal! 


IN EZ. 


Ah deareſt Madam! 


Can charity | be crime? 


Pepro, 
Never, my Inez! 


1 W bart blame me for admitting the demand 
Ok man on man, the common child of woe? 

It cannot be —-Had theſe poor fugitives 

; Spurn'd at their country's ſtatutes ;---bared her 


5 8 6 
"I hs invader's ſteel ; ' waſted her fields 


*%® L 


With hoſtile flames; expoſed her babes and fires 


To ſlaughter ; her chaſte matrons to the gralp 


Of ſtaining violation, ---were they deep 
In guilt like this, I would abandon them, 


Almoſt without a tear, to the ſtern juſtice 


9 beggary and farn: but all their crime 
1s flight from a fierce tyrant; is obedience 


To nature's voice, enjoining care of life! 


Queex. 
I know. it, Pedro, but your father's eye 


Inveſts their action with a different colour ; 


And makes it black rebellion to their Prince. 5 
Your favour then to them is lanctioning 


KReſiſtance in the ſubject; and your foes 
Loudly proclaim the murmurs of our nobles, 
Denied their equal prince. ---Be prudent, then: 


Awhule be ſparing of this llander a goodnels : 


ns 


er 


Ves, deareſt Sov'reign !---for my 
Welcome even lols of fame;---be virtue ſafe ! 

„ only to my Pedro, and my God. Th 

ieee F 


as ans 


A TRAGEDY. ©. 
Frequent the court with countenance and 


„ CEN 


Adjuſted to the times ;---and oh! remember! 


Lock'd in your bolom's inmoſt cell retain 
The ſecret of your nuptials. You, my daughter, 


Yield for a ſeaſon to reſign your name 
(As I for you, perhaps, ſurrender mine) 
To the world's cenſure :---loon {hall it throw off 


The imputed ſtain, and claim its proper honours! 


IN Ez. 


Pedro's ſake, 


. eee |) | 
Thanks, Inez !---and, my. honour'd mother, 


Your will ſhall order mine. Ves, I will form 


My tongue to ſmooth hypocriſy ;---will breathe 


The tainted court, and ſeem to be what worlds 


Should never draw me from my pride to be! 
33 3 
Your prompt adoption of my counſels, Pedro, 


Is pleaſure to my heart; and ſoon Itruſt 
The clouds, which threaten, will reſolve to air, 


And all gan be bright.---As now to find you 


I traverſed yonder walks, a ſtranger met me, 


Ot venerable aſpett, and a mien 


Ol bigh command.---Regardleſs of the beauties 
Of water, hill, and vale, of flow'ring groves, 


And lawns, beſpangled with the gems of morning 

Freſh kindled by the ſun,---his eyes were tix'd; 

And abſent ſeem'd their ſenſe, faſt lock d in care. 
— » = 


J 


8 * 4 


S 
— 


The Ovecn, my Lord Almada, and her friend 
The lady of this manſion ! 


To Portugal chat opens wide her arms 
To fold, and cheriſh merit in diſtreſs! 


Into a ſtrangers wounds! —- Thrice happy | 


2 - e 


At my approach, as from remote and 9 


Travel, his ſoul return d. 


PEDRO. 
Tis well remember! 


Who waits wahout? (Enter Servant) Condutt the 


Lord Almada 


Howe to our preſence |---ſeek him in the gardens ! |. 


| Exit SERVANT. 


He was our comme hither. how Caſtile, 


Which tyranny ſtill defolates, he fled 


' Laſt night to Coimbra. Inez and my mother 
Had chaſed him from my thought, But ſee he 


Doo Omes. 


Enter a 


Qu EN. 
"Welcome: Sir, 


ALMADA. 
Your Grace's courtely infuſes balm 


Portu gal! 


Where virtue ſits with 8 on the throne; 
And conſcious intereſt joining king and people 


Supplies the ſtrength reſulting from th' embrace. 
O!] tavour'd country! rich in what thou haſt ; 
And richer in reverſion! cheer'd I drink 


Thy genial air! and almoſt loſe the leeling 
Of what I am---a wretch! 
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PEDRO. 


_ | Renounce, my Lord! 
This commerce with ſad thought. Let Portugal, 
That greets you with the adoption of a ſon, | 
Blot out the afflicting record of the _, 
And write ane w your fortunes. 


ALMADA. 


Royal Sir! 


Whole ſoul is ; bounty . if a human voice 


Could ſtill the tempeſt, which excites the deep; "- 
| Could wake the dead, and call them from the 
tomb 1 

To man's warm 1 your power perhaps 
Might calm my troubled breaſt, and once more 
lead me 

To the long-cloſed, ---forgotten view ' of joy! 


r 
Deſpair belongs not, Sir, to noble ſpirits : 


Þ It is the cloud, which reſts. on humbler heights. 


The prouder elevation towers above it, 
And {wells to meet the hght.---Your country yet 
May rife, reſentful of her wrongs, and burſt | 


-" Fhe yoke, which cruſhes her. 


| ALMADA, 


Ay—there, indeed, 


Lou open'd comfort to me. In that hope 
Alone I cheriſh being —reft as Jam 


Of fortune, —ſever'd from thoſe amities 


Which grow upon the heart, and roughly puſh d 

Naked and lonely to life's ſtormy verge! 2 

Les!- - if I bear to hve,---'tis in the hope 
That yet theſe 7 ſhall ſee ny country happy : 
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Oh! would to 


To Heaven confide your country's deſtiny; _ 
Jo us your fortunes. Deem this land your own; 
And certain that the world's great government 
Is in unerring hands, reſign your cares. 

Be mine to order for our eaſe and honour, 
Till your Caſtile reaft 
To-day this lady claims you for her gueſt. 


Her {weeter voice may lull to lleep your ſorrows, = 
When my coarſe accents fail! = 


But all that hs attentions of reſpe&t, 
All that my wiſhes and my prayers can do 


33 "INDE. 
Her ſtern oppreſſor fallen.---But majeſty _ >| 


Strikes root ſo deeply, with ſuch numerous fibres 


Spreads its adherence to the ſoil, that, falling, 
It widely 04% on the ſhock and ruin. 


eaven!---a blow could reach the 
tyrant, | 


And yet not ſtrike the KinG! 1 


5 PRE DRO. 
i 'Tis nobly faid, 


you to her boſom: 


INE Z. 


Oh! that it . 


To mitigate the aching of your boſom, 
All---all are your“ 8. 
ALMAD; A. 


Accept my duteous abs: 
Moſt honour'd lady !---goodneſs great as this 


: Subdues me almoſt into tears. O! pardon! 


Looking earneſtly at INEZ. 


, Or if; you muſt condemn-ondemn me rather 
As mad than rude, if I declare thoſe features, 
Form'd to convey delight to every 70. 


__ — to my foul, 


A TRAGEDY. 39 
& 
What mean you, Sir? 


 ALMADA: 
4 ſcarce knew what I mean "That countenance 


| Searches a wound ill-cloſed within my breaſt ; 
And tears me with a Pang, which, till this mo- 


ment, 


11 long had lolt the taſte of ---Surely Heaven 


Never before with ſuch full,---{weet diſcloſure 
Open in human face !---or if before, 
"Twas only when it brighten'd on the features 
Of. of. Oh! ſuffer me to leave you now, 


Io hide my weaknels, and recall my wind; 


Which gs a wanders. | 


PepRO. 


| "Let me, Sir, attend you, 
"Tis en s juſt demand! 5 


[Ex. AL, and bro. 


Queen. 


? | Almada's paſſion. 3 
Sur priſes and affets me. "Theſe wild ſtarts 


Betray a gen'rous ſpirit urged to madneſs 


1 BY Fortune's cruel ſport. N heart bleeds for 


him! 
IN EZ. 


- Ad mine feels all his pains. How ſtatelily 
He ſtands amid his woes, like ſome old e 
Majeſtick in decay. In him, indeed, 

Nature aſſerts her privilege of tears; 

But tis as ſcornful of the pride, which ſtriving 
To lift her where ſhe cannot ſtand, degrades her. 
Tis ftrange,---but ſince I ſaw this noble exile, 
Something has waked an int reſt in my! boſom 


1 V8 INE z, 

"i Active and ſtrong in his behalf. His ſpeech, 

| I His perſon, nay, his very lineaments, 4 

N | IN 

3 | Worn and impair'd indeed, by time and ſorrow, 
„ EReanimate a loſs, which ſaddens me 

1 Even in this high telicity of fortune, 
Dies d in your friendſhip. a and W Pedro 8 love. 
i ll „ Eres: OQuxEn. 

1 Is it a father s loſs, which thus affects you? 
1 Regard it, Inez, as the law of nature 


That parents tombs ſhould drink the tears of 
children; 
| 3 That age ſhould paſs away and youth ſucceed, 
4 As falls the mellow'd ripeneſs of the tree, 
| 3 While the green fruitage ſwells. 


=_—  -- Ixzz. 
wy Tis true, dear Madam ! 
=: And daring not to blame, I muſt lament it. 
164 But ah! my ſire, not by che kindly hand 
8 Of nature cather'd, fell before his ſeaſon, 
bh! || Torn rudely from the weeping branch---Even 
D „ 

Z Voung as I was at the dire ſcene of woe, 

il I ſee Fernandez arop is deed of lile 

U i Rent by unhallow d hands! _ 
_ Queen. 

HA 5 iS was ſad indeed i 

W Piet But think of it no more. Your filial love 

ji Hath fully paid its ſorrows to Fernandez : 

Bl And, in his lanctuary of holy ms: 
0 No cares of your scan touch him.—-F rom the | 
Wl dead 

tt Then turn to bleſs the living. 8 
g 10118 The ſparkle of your mind; and with Tour ſpirits, 


4 


f 


" ATRAGEDY. 5 
Dreſs'd in their bridal ſplendour, cheer your 
Pedro. 1 od 1 

For him and you my deareſt ſervices 
Shall be employ'd. Be happy, and aſſured! 
Farewell! at noon we'll meet again. [Ex. 
"oo. 25 
Thanks, Madam! 


| Ah! whence is this, that thus to be alone 
| Diſquiets and alarms me ?---Guilt, they ſay, 
| Fears folitude.---But guilt and J are ſtrangers ; 


And ſtill I've drawn from converſewith my boſom 
That pure delight which the gay crowd denied me. 


8 


What act of mine has then provoked the ſentence 


Of exile from myſelf alas! I know not. 
But the pure fountain of my thought is troubled, 


As by a hand unſeen :---and my t light ſpirits, 
Form'd of the morning's more etherial eſſence, 
| Which wont to move with quick but even pace, 
Nov wildly flit about as from ſome danger, 

KF Unnoticed by the mind's exploring eye. 
| What can it mean ?---18 it the night's vain terror, 
| Which, victor of my reaſon, ſtill purſues me? 


Ist Nature ?---or is it rather the felt preſence 
Ot ſome celeſtial guardian, ſent in mercy 


| To warn my careleſs ſtate, and haply fit it 
| To meet approaching change ?---nor is the 


thought 


| Vain or unwarranted.---Heaven's angel-hoſt, 
By the decree of man's all-gracious Sire, 
Attend on man, to guide his wilder'd ſteps . 
Through this benighted world; —to aid his vir- 


tue; 


Inform his will, and reinforce his purpoſe. 


But why . and tire myſelf with doubts? 


| Be thou my friend, my God! if I have ſerved thee 


— — ——¾ a — ati > —_— 3 — 
— — — . => 7 *. — 
— — — 2 < * 0 
— — 
—_ o : 
2 — A — — : — 3 — 
— 


- 
— 
— — 
Pg — — th, SY = 9 + IG. 
dy Or EBB 


. 2 i — * 
— . io N 
, Ü—ñ³ꝗA ;o! ,] —6Ü¼˙ü os OS 29 


aol oe Fed ET 


: * 
1 4 * 
+ 7 ; 
3 1 
1 HF; 
„ 
44 
5 1 7 
1 24 
2 : V 10 
1. : 
6 , 2 
Wi 1 
I} ! 7 
7 74 
14 
12 7 
wt 
* * 
4 
*. © 


Ca — 
— ————Ew—-—EöũP . at ent —— th; 2 
by 


. ann "FE — * BE 7 5 * 
8 n 2 — — vw =} 8 o 
L ——— wy 


TY e 


With my beſ love !—or, if the ſoft n 615 


Ol pleaſure ever has ſeduced me from thee, 
Pardon it, and reſtore me to thy bleſſing! 
Then bid my wild heart reſt, allured that evil 

Can never then approach\me.—Ts it fancy? 
Or feel I not already a ſoft cam 

Diffuſing oer my mint ?—TIl fit, and read. 


The lore of antient piety, and wiſdom 
May tranquillize me more!— 


Enter COELLO.' 
 CoxiLo (afide.) 
What Inez here! 


Adore No. ſpirit of Alvaro aid me! 
8 The attempt 15 great; ;—luccels were glorious : 


triumph; 


Revenge and P ealure both! 


IxxZz. 
Whoſe voice was s that? 


My Pedro” 57 Hal my Lord Coello! ſpeak 
The cauſe, from whence the honour ot this viſit ? | 


Cor Lo. | 
Start not, nor be ſurpriſed, moſt beauteous Inez! 


I come not as a foe. —My thought i 15 peace; 


And uy heart's inmoſt wiſh your happineſs: 


Inxz. 


Im thankful to you, Sir. 


| Coxizio. 
Yes, faireÞDInez I 


| Of all the paſt * nothing now remember d 


But my true ſervice e and my virtuous triendſhip! 


us 


My ſighs and tears, ſoliciting affection, 
| Be living ſtill and pleading for return ! ! 


5 beck the wrong which you can charge to me, 

And J will ſue for pardon. Did I ever 
! Foſter a hope, and when mature deſtroy it? 8 
Have I betray'd or flatter d, or upbraided? 
|. Even when 1 gave refuſal to your hand 


felt no triumph, and I hurt no pride. 
My heart I could not give; and my hand only 


p! 


FFF 
oh IN E22. 
'Tis well, Sir! 
CoxlLo. 


Periſh, Madam, all my wrongs! 


Inzz. 
I anderiiacd you not ;—your wrongs you ſay, 


3 CotLLo. 
0 death! 5 
Ko IN EZ. 


Did 1 inflict an uſeleſs pang? 


My virtue would not.—l referr dyou jar, 


| To your more —_ fortune. 


Colo. 15 a 5 
Virtue Madam! 


| You talk 1 it . well {But be the paſt extinct; 
1 think of it no more. Then let our loves 
Be born again in this auſpicious hour; 

| And flouriſh with new life. — By this I ſwear 


[ Offering to take ber hand. 


IN EZ. 


Hence, Sir \—forbear e words have been , 
enough, 
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5 IN E Z, 
My e ear r has been too patient, —1 muſt leave you. 
REG 
CokLLo. * 
Tis ſtrange ſhe awes me. 02 de) Inez! fay— | 


yet ſlay! 
You' re deceived What can 1 ſay? (ﬆ a) the 
oe 
Which here I tender you is hat: of honour, 
Inviting you to virtue's arms. 


Inxzz, 
From whence = 
This tang deluſion; that the ſuit, which fail'd 


| To touch me in my poor and lonely ſtate, 


Should move me now in my changed: happier 
fortunes! 


Withdraw, Sir !—for the world's worth I would 
not | 


That here you ſhould be ſeen. : 


Coxlio, 


Of that I'm careleſs! 
' Your happier fortunes !—art thou then ſo tutor q 
To call them happier PIs it now thy creed 
That wealth, and ſplendour, and a royal lover 
Form happineſs —that virtue, peace, and fame 
Are creatures of the lips,---mere vocal breath! 


Oh ſhame deep ſhame : 8 
: INI 2. . 
For Heaven s ſake, lay, what would you: * 


1 CoxIIo. 


Inſtrutt thee in the value of my offer ; 1 
Tell thee—to raiſe thee to thy own eſteem ; ' 


A THATEDY.. Ä 


Ju, Once more endow thee with the world's opinion; 
„g. Give thee more certain, and more honeſt wealth; 
And take thee to my arms—even as thou art, 

Stain'd and diſhonour'd— 5 BE 
e Se. . 
the Sir, — I'll hear no more! 
I Is this your friendſhip, to abuſe the power, 
| Lent by a caſual moment, to aſſail me 
| With poignant calumny ? Could I regard 
Aught human with contempt, I'd ſcorn the man 
Who arms his malice with the points of falſehood. 
EEE „„ . 
| Falſchood !—Why, madam, cuſtom may deſtroy 
The ſenſe of crime; but the ſtout fact ſurvives 
The death of conſcience Art thou not then — 
IV Bz. 
What 
Coxxxo. 
The Prince's miſtreſs? 
INEZ. 
Heavens! 
Colo. 
— be de heighten: 
His hour of pleaſure ?—Why, tis Liſbon's ſtory! 
Each ſtreet proclaims thy ſhame; and all its 
n —© „„ 
Diſcourſe of Pedro's ſtrumpet! 


INE Z. 1 
Heaven befriend me! 


Oh! help! 


* INE Z, 


Enter PE D RO. 


PEDRO. | 


What's this my Inez ha! what ruffian 
Has dared to violate this holy place? 
Speak wretch your name and buſineſs! or chi 
hour 


. Shall be your laſt of liſe! 
ny, Cotto. 


= My name's—Coello! (turning 10 Pedro) 
My buſineſs here—your father's ! 


| Ptpro. 


What !—my father' oF 2 
To offer violence to thoſe my power, 
|! And love protect? Hint not the raſh ſuggeſtion! 
Or, for the ſlander of myfather's name, 


Wi Your life ſhall be the forfeit! 


Ix EZ. 8 : 
Hold, my Pedro ! cares Ped; 0 


Let not an error urge you to a deed, 
Which may hereafter pain you! 


r 
- a 1 86 1 lu r rn — on. — 22 = 
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 Coxllo. 


| Stay him not ! 
1 uſed 1 no violence !---Nay let him go! 
My blood may ſhow his duty to his fire, 
| Whole delegate I am, directed hither _ 
Jo bid the Prince attend the King at Coimbra 
On bulinels of much weight. 
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Cotto. 


It is!—and it is true. 
I come, the herald of your better fame, 


To ſummon you from pleaſure;—from the lap 


Ot that falſe woman, whom you baſely Role 


Pr DRO. 
Villain! | forbear? nor urge my temper further; 


Leſt not thy maſter's name, which thou diſho- 


nour'ſt, 


3 Should yield thee ſatety ! Hence y preſen 


condutt, 


If I can ſtoop my 'hanglty foul 8 low 


As to regard a thing like thee, — hall yet 
Meet its due cenſure. 


Cortto. 
Tis not in my fortune 


To read. your threats. -Alphonlo's power 


protects me: 


And you, and your fair harlot may perhaps 
Have Aer cauſe to fear. 


PrDRO. 


Away l- no morel—-— 
1 Cokrro. 


IN Ez. 


Ah Pedro!-- hat is this? -T he King 0 


near us! 


Von to attend him! and his miniſter 


Sent in high wrath away !---My fever-fit 


Returns with double chill. Farewell ſweet peace! F 


Never again, I fear, ſhalt thou reviſit 


This breaſt, thy once loved eat. STORE Pedro ! — 


Pedro! = 


I the bad ſtar, which l at my birth, 
Muſt {till controll the Heavens, permit it not 


Your hand's ſoft ten 


To ſtrike your guiltleſs fortunes !---Oh! reſi gn me 


Jo my own fate,---no more the bane of your's. 
Deep in the boſom of ſome hallow'd manſion | 
Il give myſelf to God! and if a thought 

Of thee, and all our loves, ſhould ſometimes 


ſteal me 


From my Redeemer's arms,—even ſuperſtition, 
Relenting, may abſolve the woman's frailt 
And, when I fleep in the cold grave, afford m me 
The holy charity of prayer. 


Prpzo. 
Oh Inez ! 


Ceaſe from this fond deſpair!—Think now no 


more 


- 00 any wrongs this: man had power to offer, 
Mad as he is with {lighted love !—To thee. | 
I heſe gates {hall never more admit the ruffian; 
And me he cannot touch. I'll to my father; 
With the beſt, fondeſt duty of a ſon 
Be ſuitor for his love; und t 
Lightend of all that can opprels, —return 
To lay your fears are vain.,—Adieu, my fair! 


hen, with ſpirits 


Smile at the paſt as at your dream's prediction: 

And haſten to your garden, which ſolicits 
Ber for its lovely tribes; 

And opens all its beauty, —all its fragrance 


To lap your lenſes in delight.—F arewell! 


INEzZ. 
Farewell! —I1 1 all the charming ſcene, 1 


Which breathes and bluſhes round 1 me, cannot | 


give 


ne 


les 


no 


ne, 
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Eaſe to a thought, or pleaſure to a ſenſe, 


Till your return | reſtore me to myſelf! 
[Exeunt, 


END OF THE SECOND ACT, 


ACT u. 


Farnen, and ALVARO. 


Turk Es A. 
How has your ſuit, , my Lord Alvaro, ſpeeded 


With Leonora?—at your late interview 
| Her temper was not, as I fear, adjuſted 


To meet a lover :—Pedro's cruelty 
Had ſomewhat diſarranged it! 


_ ALVARO. 
. thought. 


F or my fair miſtreſs ſeem'd, indeed, unſettled 
As ſeas when laſh'd with winds, The ſtorm at 


firſt 


Wrought high and threaten' d but it ſoon ; 


{ubſided 


And all was huſh'd again 3 now s regard myſelf E 


A thiving 1 WOOoer. 
TuRERESA. 1 
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And whence deſpair alone has power to drag . 


_ -Effuſed by love to melt, — but in the ſtrain 
Of injured worth, and haughty jealouſy, 
Not n his loved Ince! 


1 ſoften'd naught,---nor bated her a pang : 
Though to be witneſs of her poignant — 
” Toueh d me with pity to the — 


5 Thereſa; "elaims my thanks and ſomething 


Which well thou know'ſt; of Leonora's heart; 
Procure me entrance, and exclude the foe; 
oy then. aſſure. yourſelf that young Ximenes, 


a — —_—_— * 
„ "a 1 
f — —_— — — 1 
e FF . : 
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; With all my int xeſt e to advance hi. 5 


But you muſt now endue my will with action, 


To rinks 1 to your wiſhes by deſpair 
Thence where her happineſs is deeply rooted ; 


Counſell'd by me ſhe wrote this morn to Pedro 
To lure him to her houſe,—not 1 in the terms 


AlvA RO. 2 
That was well. 


Tut n 


1 bore the letter, —ſaw the poiſon work ; 
And of its ſtrong effect in Pedro's anſwer 


SR / | | Alvaro, 
Your conduR, 


more. CE . ͤ 


Still give my wiſhes aid: obſerve the paſles, 


BY bluſh not !---'tis.a juſt and fair attachment, 
I can ſway his choice ) ſhall be your own, 


THznEsA. | 
"My thanks are your's; and all my power 


to ſerve you. 


And teach it to be uſetul.. -£Onora, 


% . 
& -% 


ler. 
ro. 
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I fear, ſtill foſters in her heart a "_ 


Of Pedro s hand. 


\ ALvs RO. 
She does; . at this criſis 


Rouſed by the expected downfall of her rival, 
That hope is lively.---Something muſt be done 
Io give it the death+blow, Let me conſider! 

: Pedro comes here to:day.— 


TuxkEs A. 
Comes here to- day! : 


Al vARO. 
The event is certain: on his father's ſummons 


| He will be here to-day :---the buſineſs, Inez. 
Now were he taught to deem our Leonora 
An active mover in this plot of ruin, 


That urges his fair miſtreſs, - and tis likely, ä 


EI very letter which you bore this morning 
Seeming to vouch the ſtory, his touch. d ' «#7, oh 
z Would quickly blaze, — and 1 in its ſtrong 4s 


cloſure _ 


| Might hurry Leonora from the hope, | 


Perhaps the wiſh of tuture reconcilement ! 100 


Turn ve.. 3 
What! f I frame a letter in the hand, 


Which well my art can imitate,---and name 
Of Leonora, —fill'd with warm reproaches 

For my paſt wrongs, and hiding not my triumph 
At ſome near evil, darkly ſhadow d 8 


Ready to burſt on Inez. 

Al vARO. Ie 
— "Tis a plan 

2 2 . 5 
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Of ſpecious promiſe. if you ſo could order it, 
With its firſt quick emotions.—Could this 1 


_ *Twere well to raiſe her hope * daſh it 


The efficient engine 0) f your wiſh ;---though hard 


To tear a woman's pride 
Which binds the royal brow !---But let us part; 
That no ſuſpicion waken in the breaſt 


1 Your charms, your virtues, and your ſmiles 


- Of that bad woman's fall? 5 


From the infliction of an alien's power. 
Nor did I plead in vain. Ere night deſcend, 


That they ſhould meet then when his boſom 
heaved 


With a more e mortal fall. 


Tuznz$A. 
III try to be 


from the bright circle 


Of Leonora, whom I ſee ene [Exit 


Enter LEoNOR A. 


5 | ALva RO, 
My Leonora all my ſoul is youre! 


afſert i it. 


LEON ORA. 3 
No more, 1 pray, Alvaro.—Lives the hope 


ALvaro. 8 


＋ 


I preſs d the Ke 
By Pedro's valued ſafety to remove her: 

And urged the caule 5 Portugal, that wept, 
And, bluſhing for her Prince, implored relief 


And the lone owl prolong her fatal note, | 

Your eyes may lee the lerpent-hatch of ven- 
_  - Vu 

And Inez in a flate no more to hurt you. 


. 


rd. 


e 


t; 


eit. 


„„ K 
3 Are his---ſo tell the King. 


en- 


3 
puſs 
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LEONORA. 
 Mel---let it paſs howeer.---Your merit's great 


To Portugal,---to all who hold their country 
In dear eſteem.---For me---I live to praile, 


To recompenſe your deed. 


Arvano.” 
My Leonora l- 


| The King unwilling to unfold his counſels 


In Pedros palace, where the very walls, 


With latent life devoted to their lord, 
{ Might catch, and mar his purpoſes, —intends 
| To hold his cloſe divan beneath your roof. 
| He charged me to commend his e fn ſervice 


To your fair ſelf,---and to diſcloſe his — = 
LONOR A. 5 
He makes my manſion —my life and 4 

fortunes 


Auvano. 
I will not fail. 


Soon ſhall you hear eventful tidings from me. 
Pedro is order d to attend. | 


LronoR 4. 
What han? 


- Say y you the Prince ?—Where comes he ? Speak, 


and when? 


Declare i it all! 


ALVARO. 
Our council claims his preſence; 


And ſuch the prefiure of his father's mandate, 


54 : 3 INE 2. | 


=. That ſoon he muſt be here. * But why thus 85 
: = moved? , 


ö | 

1 had forgotten; aſide) ---Moved hy no- 
„ 1 not moved - | 
ht —— "Im calm though here to have my Sovereign 
=_ 5 

| . Sitting, in-awful ſynod, on the fate 

—_---- 8 Portugal and Pedro, well might throw 
1 Muy ſpirits from their balance. muſt hence, 
=_ Ana” ſeek "TRE: Who — Try: coming, 
| ; | e 0 
n 


Hh in time you 5 her ;---ſhe's prepared and 
. | g 5 leſſon' d 

i For your reception What! Coello here! ” 

| Diſturbance in his mien !---Heav'n er the bays 5 
1 (Enter CokIIo. * 
Ha - Have quarrelld for their drab!--How now, 8 
Ni '| 5 Coello, 
mn} — Where i is the Prince? 


„. 


: et $4, 1 9 9 
1 1 come to leek the King. 3 
The Prince was at Mondego: but my buſineſs 

Is inſtant with the king. 


0 — 
ads — — —⅛4 . 
—— — * EE? 
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 ALvaro.. 


Z TI not detain you. 
| But let me, as a friend, be taught from whence : 
This ſtrong diſorder in yqur. countenance: 
Theſe hurried accents! ſome untoward event 
Hawn croſs d you at * 
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coil. 


Hear me then: 
| went, and found the faithleſs fair alone... 
More loyely through a veil of tender ſorrow 


Her beauties ſhone,—as when the ſun at noon * 


Through a cloud's ſilky fleece ſheds ſoften d day. 


I ſaw,—and all my love, "rom forbear to wonder, 


3 Hadſt thou been there, evn thou of force hadſt - 


: - - Joved} 
Revived,—and urged me not to Joke the moment 
Of great * I ſued and preſs d—nay— 


3 Strangles my ſpeech—O! bluſh for me; my friend! ; 
Proffer d again my hand! 


5 ; 


And 'twas * 8 
0. OELLO. 92 


N 3 amid ber vice ſhe ſtands | 


| Ere& with all the loftineſs of virtue. 
By Heavens !---ſhe ſpurn'd the offers of x my paſſion 
ö With e .vay with reſentful modeſty. 


Al vARO. = 
The ſtrum! pet of the Prince then boars it high, 


Perhaps twas honour, which diſdain'd to make 


A prize of weakneſs: or twas female niceneſs, 


That would not gorge you, with the Prince's 


ſurfeit! he 
 CoxLiLo. 


My curſes be them !---BuitI relieved * 
My boſom of its ſpleen... My Rong 1. BI 
Urged the meek harlot 8 conſcience rom its lum; 
bers 


To chill her guilty heart, and | luſh her cheek, 
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1/8 But ere my juſt revenge was ſatisfied . 


— _ 
2 — — 2 2 


Pedro appear d. 


Arvano. 


4... Andie gueſs the reſt 
His wrath burn'd hercely, ook I fear your ſpirit 
Kindled with TI NE * 


r 


we te did indeed. 1 
But who che raviſh'd treaſure in his ſight, 
The ſpoiler by, and breathin * foul affronts, 
e 


1 „ give a thought to pru nce, or reſtrain 
| | The hon in his heart? ; 


ALvaro. 


Il cannot blame it. 

Lament indeed I may ; for let the father 

Rate as he will his ſon, the king will yet 
Enforce reſpect from ſubjefts to their prince. 
But haſten to Alphonſo : tell your ſtory; 
And woo his favaur ere the Prince can ſee him. 
Should this unlucky buſineſs come before us, 
I muſt appear your foe, that I may ſerve you 
With more aſſured effect. Stay then no longer! 
_ Gonſalez coming ſpeaks the hour of council 
At hand, if not arrived. [Exit COELLO, 


SE, ROS 
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Enter GonsaLez. 


GonsaLsz. 
Was it Coello, 


=— 


_ Who parted hence, Alvaro? 


| 0 n 


Yes, Gonſalez! 


16 oo He pane hence in haſte to ſeek the king, 


tidings from — 


irit 


im. 


* 


LO. 


Over the price 


Would N with and continent, abandon 

His fame, his wiſdom, and his temperance, 

His father's love, the ſplendour of the court, 
Ihe affection of the nobles,—all that dazzles 


Of a 


But that the cogency of helliſh charms 
9 and holds him captive. 


6 The Range ſuſpicion. | 
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GonsaLsz. 
Heavy tidings 


Muſt he bring thence I fear to Portugal: 
For there has that diſaſtrous woman planted, 


With arts, no doubt, of hell, and damned witch- 5 
. craft, Pt 


The throne of proud Callile, which towers 


above us, 


And throws us into ſhade. 


ALvaRo. 
1 ſee and feel, 


With en yes and heart like thine, the ſad effects 
Of Pedro's dotage ;—but I deem it only 


The wonted | wager of woman in Its inſult 
of man. 


| GonsALez. 
It muſt be more. 


In young ambition's eyes—for the poor love 
e girl ?—no, no,—it cannot be 


ALVARO. 


True indeed, 
The Prince's conduQ almoſt juſtifies 


Enter King and Cogrro. 


ALPHONSO. 
Sent away with inſult ? 


Fi) 53 r IN. E Z, Ss 


No anſwer given ?—Am I ſo lightly prized ? 

By Heaven! he holds his honour and his life 
In cheap reſpect to dally with me thus. 
The offence attention to his wench ? 


— . 
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CokILO. 
Tes, Sire! 
Attention, not of paſſion. 3 


— 9 
FE CAL... 3 _ 
So IIS WG 


' ſi areas Alrhenso. 

1 Would it had been; : 

T3 5 And had ſucceeded that thou might have 
1 „„ 155 
The ſick'ning morſel to the general mouth, 
To be defaced and tainted! e 


| ALvaRO. ML io: 
May your ſervant, 5 

J. : My « gracious Liege! enquire | the cauſe that 
13 1/8 EE =, iv „ 


ALPHONSO. - 


Why,—the ill-tutor'd boy, Alvaro, flights us 
| Vouchſafes to our great bi din no reply; 
And drives the noble bearer of our orders 
With contumely from him! 


Ru 5 eee Al vARO. 
Much 1 . 

1 The prince ſhould ſo forget his wonted duty. 
i But yet I truſt, and dare to pledge myſelf 
e That the offence was error, and his Grace 
| Will yet redeem the opinion of your Hishneſs 
The Prince will come my life upon the event. 
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©. ppHoNeo.. 
Tvere beſt he did !—but why affront Coello, 
For whom my name ſolicited reſpect : * 


"= 


T 


| In terms of dilreſpett ! 
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AL vARO. 


My honour'd eſtimation of Coello 
Forbids the thought that any thing in him 
Of ſpeech or bearing could 1884 offence. 
Yet let me ſay the Prince's ſtate is ſuch, 
Stripp'd' of his proper nature, and all = 
With the quick touch of love, that the ight 


goſſamour 


Might prove to him an inſtrument of torture, 


As ITT ou! whip to us. 


ALPHONSO.. BO 
You ds moſt TW 
Fc or this unthinking boy :—but ſure [ truſt 
Coello could not ſo forget himſelf, 
Or us, or ours, as to addreſs the Prince 


Coxrro. 


1 Il hope, my ſovereign 
cannot daga that, rebel to my duty, 


I would refuſe my knee, and my-heart's homage 


| To any of his houſe, If I aſſerted, 


When ſtrongly urged, my dignity of office, 


| Deputed by my king, twas to command 
ROE. for your great — 


 OUSALEZ,. 


' Gracious fire ! 1 
cannot deem Coello culpable; 
Nor yet the Prince, in whom unholy arts 
Have ſo diſorder d nature, that ſhe wanders 


From her fair ſelf. 


Al RHONso. 


dee What think you then the Prince 
Abuſed by witchcralt © e- 


— eP earn rnat mn > =_ — . ——— — 
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[| | 60 e 

1 GonsALEZ. 

1 What beſides has power 
1 Thus to daſh out the characters of wiſe, 


Of juſt, of virtuous, and of dutiful? 

What prouder miſchief for man's enemy 
Than to confound a nation in its prince? 

Or means more apt to work the demon's malice 
Than a poor, weak, deceived N woman? 
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AlrRHONS0O. 


| Pſhaw !—tis my grandam' s tale the forcery 
Which ruins Pedro 1s his own corruption. 
It is the rebel ſtriking in his pulſe: 
The demon 1 in his heart. 
GoxsALEZ. 


: Well, well, my 1 1 

1 cannot think that, without Sd of hell, 
The power of woman could ſo far diſtemper 
The _ current of the Prince s mind. 


Enter SERVANT. 
But who i is here . 


„ SERVANT. 
The Prince, my Liege, attends. 


Alrhoxso. 155 
Admit him ſtraight! [Exit SERVANT, 


Enter PEDRO. 


PEDRO. 


| Health to my gracious ſoverei n! 
To my dear father! a 


# 


NT. 
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JZ 
Lords! retire awhile; __ 


We would be to ourſelves! | Exeunt LoR Ii 


wonder, Pedro, 


Thy tongue can ſhape the accents of affection, 


When thy falſe boſom harbours enmity. 


| Fie! tis deceit beneath a manly mind. 


But what haſt thou with manlineſs ?—a ſlave! 


A woman's flave!l  _- 


C 
This ſtrong rebuke, my father! 


Strikes to my heart ;—though all my queſtion'd 


lite --- 


Diſclaim the charge. Unkindneſs to my father! 


Summon my actions in review before you, 


And where is't to be found? Have I allied 


With guilty factions to ſubvert the throne, 


To wound my ſovereign's dignity and peace? 
Has not my conduR, fcorning the _— 5 


Of pride, maturing into dangerous action, 


Still taught your ſubjects to obey and honour ? 


ALPHONSO. 


: Ay,--ſo thou ſay'ſt. Thou has not arm'd, tis 


true, 


The ſubjett's hand againſt the ſovereign's life: 


Nor yet intrigued. with the mean ſoul of party, 


| To ſteal his honour, and cajole the people. 
No! this is guilt beyond thy nature's malice; 
Perhaps beyond her ſloth, and impotence. _ 

| But thou haſt ſworn againſt thy father's hopes; 
Wrong'd his juſt pride; been falſe to thy great 


fortunes ; 


Cheated the people of their rightful Prince, 


4 
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Their ſtateſman, and their warrior, and inſtead 


| Haſt ſhamed them with a ſoft luxurious boy, 

| The promiſe of another feeble Sancho!“ 

A ; PEDRO. 3 

16 Let not my father deem of me ſo ill; 

19 Nor give my foes their wiſh!---Iknow that majeſty 
ot: Is ſtill beſieged with the baſe crew of intereſt; _ 
Wit Who watch the latent paſſion, as it prompts 
7 The ſpeaking movements of the royal eye, 
| $43 And vith its Bron g corruption work their purpoſe. 
TEAR I know there are, who ſtrive to taint your ear 
wh With pois'nous miſconſtruction of my conduct. 
$11 But, good my Liege, let not their arts prevail 
1 Againſt my life's wake ſtory; — and perſuade you, 
1 Your ſon can act unworthy of his 15 8 
1 145 His country or n oo 
#1  ALpnons0. | 


JJ TTT 
Thy foes are in thyſelf alone. The court 
1. Loves and laments thee: and what need of eyes, 
Sharpen'd by malice to explore thy faults ̃ 

When even 2 mine, - —veil'd with paternal fond- 

„ Es, : 
They burſt with noontide glare. When the big 
, I h 

Ok a whole people hang upon our judgment; 
The nation's See wth the wile and great 
Convened in anxious council ;---where art thou? 
No voice is heard for Pedro!---When the troops 
Are marſhall'd on the plain, and flame-eyed war, 
As his grim ridges flaſh an iron gleam; 
Views the proud ſcene with joy, and ſternly waits 
The fall of heroes in the future combat,--- 
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* Sancho 2d of Portugal. 


{hall find 


The boy of —_ Jull'd in a woman's lap, 
Unbrighten 


by a dream of fame or power! 
It is perhaps for ſome deep crime of mine, 


Thou ure ordain'd my unge Tes for what 


crime? 


1f I ſtood forth th oppoſer of my father, 

Twas thirſt of power, - -twas energy of mind 

That bore me to the deed,---and glory pleaded 
For the high-ſoul'd offence! 1— By Heavn I had 


rather 


See thee in arms againſt me, than thus fall n, 
Honour's apoſtate rather would I glow 
With anger, than with ſhame! 


PEDRO. 
Ceaſe, Sire, to wrong me! 


| Show me fair honour, add I'll ruſh to meet her 


Even where the valiant ſhrink! 1 Let Tarif“ * Wit 
. 


| You, Sire, may witneſs too, that m 2 good fword. 
Can hold its temper 1n the deed of blood. 
But honour, Sire, is ever found with juſtice. 


That war, which bleeds as mad ambition * 


| M f 8 of ſoul deteſts Il {ee it wet with tears 


arents, widows, orphans;---ſee it fed 


With the ſcant morſel ſnatch d from the ſtarved 


ealant, 


See it deny inſulted earth her tillage, 
Her huſbandman transform'd into a ruffian! 
See it * 5725 the arts —prohibit commerce 


To join ar- ſunder d realms to mingle elimes, 


NE The battle of Tarif ined by Alphonſo XI. of Caſtile and 
this Alphonſo againſt the Moot, a few years before the death 


of Inez; 
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f Then---where' 8 the Prince 2... Thy inquiring eye 


— ——— ER 
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And blend mankind in one large cha! 

Oh---'tis a monſter !—the diſgrace of reaſon ! ! 
Honour diſclaims it I -Were my Tovereign 
1 threaten d; f 

| My country gored with an invader's ſteel, 
Soon ſhould you fee me foremoſt in the field. 
With many hearts exulting in *4 botom, 
And proud to force your praiſe! 


Al HONSO. 


And muſt we then 
Await with folded arms the war that ſeeks, 
And beards us in our palace ?—Are dominion, 
And the great name, which widely awes mankind, 
The well- appointed legions, and the navy 
Pregnant with floating warfare,---things of naught 
Below the nobler mind?—Is not the glow 
Itſelf of battle, and the pride of conqueſt _ 
Tranſporting to the fo . thou haſt loſt, 
Degenerate boy! the very taſte of glory. 
Heavens!---As my eye bes drunk the crimſon 
ſlaughter, 
My ear the groans of death and ſhouts of victory, 
More has my boſom panted with delight, 
Than ſtung with all the poignancies of ſenſe. 
But wheretore this to thee ?- thy bliſs is peace! 
Then why _ the nei ee where great- 
MT 
' No more an iron figure ſtain d with blood, 
Sits in her robes of ſilk, and weighs the fortunes. 
Of perſons and of ſtates ;---fills bor exchequer 
With the bright means of government and power; 
Makes tillage, traffick, arts,---religion's ſelf 
Her factors to enrich and aggrandize her. 
Pervades the chaos - maſs of character, 
And to ts ſeveral parts or cold and ardent, 


ht g 


7. 


2 


| s 
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Active and dull---afſigning its due place, 
Diſpoſes all in order, and thus forms 


A world adjuſted to her lofty purpoſe. 
| PzpRo. 


Think me not, Sire, without the pulſe that 


uickens 


Beneath the touch of greatneſs.---War itſelf, 
By juſtice own'd, can pleaſe me with its trophies. 
But far more grateful to my ſoul, I own, * 
The triumphs of fair peace: to ſpread-to cheriſh 
The growth of man, and fill the wond'ring deſert 
With ſmiling population:---to ſupport 


Society with morals;---feed with wealth ; 


Adorn with arts:---to prompt the nerves of labour 
Io hang the mountain with the cluſt ring vintage, 

Or float“ the plain with harveſts ;---to command 
The flood with the bold arch :---to make the pre- 


___ eipice 


Patient of human feet, and ſpeed the intercourſe 
Of man with man :---to waft the navy, fraught 


With ſcience and religion, to the ſavage, 


To teach and bleſs :---to bid the general force 
Be general good, and thus to prove that all 
Were made for all: Ol this indeed is greatnefs 
That lifts us near to Gods !---but the poor proce 


Of vulgar ſtateſmanſhip,---to cog and juggle 


With artifice and myſtery for power; - 
To ſeize the unguarded weakneſſes of men, 
And make them work our ſtrength, to play off 


_ paſſion. 


5 Gainſt paſſion | and by diſuniting govern: 


Et juvat undantem buxo ſpectare Cytorum. Geor. 2. 437. 
| Segetes altæ campique natuntes 
Lenibus horreſeunt flabris. Geor. 3.198. 
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To form the whole into a mine, and ladder 
To raiſe our pride and glut our avarice-— 
Is meanneſs,—guilt,--and trick nnn wil. 
dom 
As love of bloodſhed valour: — tis beneath me! 


ALPHONSO. ; 


Aut can'ſt thou think this lofty rhapſody 215 
Will paſs with me ?—it only proves the danger 
Of thy fick Nate, when, all the ſoul corrupt, - 
The hireling intellect can plead for ſloth. 


A , Pepzo. 

10 No, Sire, if you require me at your councils, 

1 1 

RES My preſence {hall be there ane your great 
141“ —_— 

1} | Render it moſt unheeded : and 1 fear 

My ſimple and right-onward policy 
Will be the theme of ſcorn to that dark wiſdom, 
Which 1 mines s and doubles there. 


ALP HONSO. 


No more thou ſpeak: ſt 
Like an unpractiſed boy !—Attend me now! 
The nobles of our realm, enraged to lee thee 
Lolt in poor luxury and baſely giving 
Their ſnules to ſtrangers, compals us with mur- 
murs 


Which almoſt ſhake our throne. Our ſpecial 


Wrongs 


NC 
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1 Are greater yet than theirs: and all combine 
. To claim the ſacrifice of that bad woman 
0 Who holds thee in her chains, and ſtains thy ho- 
Pit)! Nour. 
|| 


We are thy ſuitors now —Should ſt thou reſuſe 1 us, 
We can enforce our purpoſe! 


—— — 
— — 
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PE D RO. 5 
O my father ! 


Be not abuſed by the falſe voice of fame: 


Nor let the noble's cauſeleſs jealouſy 


Prompt your injuſtice. Of my crime, in aiding 
Caſtile's fad fugitives, the whole account 
Is common courtely, and ſcant relief. 


For her, whoſe virtues wake degenerate hate, 
She never urged adeed allied to guilt ;--- _ 


Her thought and conduct---charity and goodneſs, 
Oh ſhe is faultleſs as, before the fall, 
Was our firſt parent — Heaven's own light her 


ſoul, 


Unmingled with the vapours of this world. 


ALPHONSO. 
- She hath undone thee, Pedro, and muſt fall. 


What! lay it thou---to protect theſe vile Caſti- 


lians, 


Who mock by "flight their prince s baffled juſtice, 


5 Is but an act of common aid to woe? 
Doth it not looſe the ties, which bind together 
The brother-lords of earth, and make each 


monarch 


The patron of his neighbour- Wonach 8 heals; ? 


"Tis moſt unwiſe! 0 female counſellor : 


Muſt be removed. 


PE DRO. 
My gracious Liege! ſhe never 


 Govern'd my partial hand.---Remove her Sire! 
Nature will not obey !---Oh pardon me, ; 


If here I claim the peaſant's privilege, ; 


To chuſe the partner of my love. 


F 2 


May As his own ſhe- beggar as he will. 


Not ſo the prince he lives not for himſelf: 
His frame and ſpirit,---fenſe and intellect 
Are glory's only :---and as glory wills 


Never ſupplied an argument to wrong. 


My miniſter, Coello, whom my name 5 
Might ſanction from thy wrongs, Who then im- 


This Helen, fatal to the peace of kindoms. 


Let her this inſtant quit the realm for ever! : 
Or thou ſhalt prove my force! Away with her! 
Leſt my prone vengeance in its fierce deſcent 

Should blend OY, late with her” 81 [Ex. ALP H. 


To 3 the cruſh Obedience to a father !— 
It has a claim of force: but nature, reaſon, 


63 N 


 ALPHONSO. 
The peaſant | 


The thing of dirt may welter in the ſenſes: 
"Tis his poor recompence, and injures no one.—— 


Their functions muſt obey.— ---Thy fair, thou 
lay'ſt, 


When late thy paſſion's outrages — 


8 * 


pell'd 
To the raſh deed: . 
8 5 Pin 
Coello, my good Lord 
AlrHñONSO. 


II hear no more .-Diſmiſs this ſemale mil 
chief! | 


Let her begone!---I [peak to ſave thee, Pedro ' 


| PepRO. Ou 
Let it Im FR 


Religion, —guardian of the plighted faith, 
Join to N e and INOCK 1 It 1—no—my Inez,— — 
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Never can 8 thee !—ſhould it be Heaven $ 
W 1 
For thee —adieu to fortune, bien and power! 
They're but the dreſs and ornament of lf, 
Thou art the life itſelf!—But whence is this; "of 
What hands have wrought this maſter piece of 
1 . 
Coello that is true. —Goalales * 
With his cold maxims of left-handed wiſdom, 
May ill affect my love.—Alvaro too 
With a friend's ſhes, they ſay, hides a foe's heart. . 
Miſchief, I know, he loves,—and—Leonora. 
| Ha!-let me think -es it is ſo that woman 
With her ſoul's torrent, {well'd by jealouſy, 
Hath ſet to work this engine of deſtruction. 
Vet how ?---would ſhe addreſs the king againſt 
His ſon, talk of her wrongs, or of the ſtate's? 
| To hear an angry woman on ſuch themes _ 
Alphonſo would but ſmile:---and yet this houſe, 
In which the king confers;---ay, and the letter, 
Hinting the fall of Inez, given me now 
As Iarrived in Coimbra, ſtrongly prove 
This woman to be leagued with plotting villains 
Againſt my honour, love, and happineſs. 
Contulion ! It 18 ; the III hence, and ſhun her! 


Bs ; : . (Going) 
55 "Rater LEoNOR A. 
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LEONORA. 


"0 Pedro! ſtay-- fly me not thus unkindly! = 
N or kill the joy your e e has inform! d - 
With deu: kindled life. 


"PEDRO. 


I hoped the pride 
Of your ſoft ſex, whoſe — is in light, 


. ä o 2 
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Would fave me, Habs from this vain purſuit, 
Injurious to your honour, and my peace. 


* Injurious to your honour, and my peace ! * 
Then was the time to talk of peace and honour, 
When Pedro ſought my love !—It'now 1 violate | 


Of baſely leaving me. —I thought to find 


By the dark low ring of a Oy brow. LI 


On contracts hallow'd ground! no hope 


No faith deceived no honour diolated 


Or witneſs on my cheek. Recall my love! 
Th attempt is idle: to recall the breeze, 
Which, fi ghing on the flower, expired, as eaſy. 


5 Lead you more wide of goodneſs.— 


Heavens! hat your ſhame, and conſcience 


LEONVORA. 


« Save you!“ Sir hear ye chis, ye ate | 
Heavens! 


My ſex's privilege, and fix a bluſt 

On maiden modeſty, his be the crime 
Whoſe perfidy compels me.—O my Pedro! 
Wrong me no more : return to your kind ff: — 
Think of our loves ;—let them aſſert your favour 
And plead with an gel- -tongues againſt the guilt 


My welcome in your ſmiles ;—not thus be chill'd | 


PDR. 
Talk not of perfidy! Our loves concurrd not 


excited: 
Can urge me with its wrongs.—If I offended 


The ſanctity of virtue,---the offence 
Is not without its record | in my heart, 


In honour s name deſiſt! and let not paſſion 


LroxnoRa. 
What 1s this? 


Would be ſtrong 


4 The heat o 


A TRAGEDY. „ 


Only to injure me I- -without remorſe 


vou bear this bluſhin virtue to the arms 


Of your Caſtilian harlot. 


PE DRO. 
Dare not ſpeak W?-: 


7 to blaſpheme the holineſs of virtue 


Enſhrined in beauty: -- tis to cenſure her 


| Who never cenſures :---never moved her — 
| To pan. or ues. 


Lronora. ©: 
She was never wrong d! 


Oh! for ſome power of choſen execration 


To ſtrike and ſearch her to the heart !-—ſhe good! 


She fair!—ſhe mild Conſumptions waſte her! 
The ſouth-wind dry her blood !—or the rank 


breath 


Of ſun-drawn fens corrupt, and molt it down 

Into one putrid ſource of blains and ſores, 

10 make her hateful 1 in your eyes as now 
She is abhorrd in mune!---N ay, thou ſhalt 


hear me! 


What 1 [ yet to fear p- my wrongs are full. 
Hath his breaſt heaved a ſigh ?---his eyes relented 
Into one pitying drop, or even vouchſafed ; 
A glance of kindneſs?---my poor brain is giddy! 
Yet will I have revenge !---no matter what ! | 


It ſhall be e vengeance to allay 1 5 
my ſick heart: my ind hall 
drink it 


Even to ſatiety !---yes thou ſhalt pay me 


With pang for pang ;---and when thou groan t 


and weep '{t 


And tear'ſt thy hair---then will I laugh, and mock _ 


THY — as thou doeſt mine. Aw ay! 5 
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Out ot our vices righteous Heaven contrives 
To ſhape our puminment. ---Olet not this, 
Nor any failings of my erring youth, 


Be regitter'd againſt me.---Pardon Heiven! ! 


On the pure _ of my lovel---O keep her 


W hich ſwells awhile; —ſports 1ts quick varying 


A borrower From the ſun; then burſting melts 
Into its parent elements, nor leaves 


With faculties that walk the range of Heaven : 
Wich appetites that gorge upon the earth; 
An angel-brute! extended 1n defire | 


Fs. 


Sbe hath amazed me.---Yet perhaps her ſlate 
Hath privilege to rail,---and I muſt bear it. 


Or if thou mult correct, to me alone 
Reſtrain the infliction —Viſit not my faults 


In thine eſpecial care, and I will bleſs thee 
Even as I link beneath thine awful Juſtice ! | | Exit. 


END OF THE THIRD ACT, 


EE ̃ — St 


ACT iv. 


ret rea 


Ah! what is man?—a bubble raiſed in play, 


tints, 


A trace behind — Man 1s creation's wonder! 


8 


While hour to 
Till wearied nature ſ{leeps:—or, meteor-like, 
He glares and flaſhes, with illuſive ſplendour, 


Is wet with ſorrow's 


Why then this 


A TRAGEDY. . 


With ſpace and time, yet bounded in fruition 
By a mere point and moment. —Bliſs his aim, 


But his attainment anguiſh,—he creeps on 
From day to oy in care of {ordid being; 
our repeats the ſame dull tale, 


Till his thin flame uh mob morn of life 


Which gilds this vale with all it boaſts of luſtre, 


And fills our nerves with ſpirits for our travel. 
But ſoit! —ſhe comes, and, with her kindred 


1 155 lovelineſs, 5 


| Reſtores that ima ge which revolving ſuns 
Had almoſt melte 


from my heart's cloſe graſp. 
If the Queen leave her, I'll relolve the doubts 


Which float on my toſsd mind.—Should ſhe be 


mine! 5 


But why indulge the hope??? [Ext. 


Enter QUEEN and IN EZ. 
Dore. 
He would avoid us.— 


Let us reſpect his ſorrow's privilege. 


You promiſed cheerfulneſs when late we parted - 

gloom which ſtill o ercaſts your 
5 ſpirits! ERS en 
Fie! 'tis unkind, 


” : 
* 


lew:— our noon involved 
In paſſion's ſtorm; our evening pale and chill, 
And fading into night: and when this ſun 
Is quench'd in darkneſs, —ſhall no day-ſtar riſe 
To warm and waken us?—there ſhall—and then 
The joys and cares which ſhook this fev'riſh life 

Shall be no more remember'd than a dream. 
Yes! 'tis the diſtant beam of this new day 


l _— | — . = —— } — — — — 2 4 
_ * , — — 5 * -, * 


me © 


The tumult of this anxious morn has tired me, 
And my weak heart is faint, Scarce had you 


When, charged with buſineſs from the King » to 


- Coello came. 


15 To bid the Prince to court. — Did he obey? 
| The King at Coimbra. 85 


5 That's ſomewhat 1 


To a fad tale I fear,—not leſs the ſubject 


Ah me! my hapleſs fate! to gain from bliſs. 


Permit your kindneſs, and my Pedro's love 


To be a fatal bride :—to bring in dower 


IX EZ. 
0 chide me not, dear Fan 


left me, 


Fears, 


Nt 


| Quzzn. 
The 4 I conclude 


IN EZ. "FE 
He did, and inſtantly ſet off to meet 


bn. NY 
Coimbra dt you fay? 


Inzz. 
It is—and is the prologue 


Of grief in time to come, than now of wonder. 
A ſenſe more exquiſite to feel afflition, _ 
And not elude a pang Y did good 


Heaven 


To take me thence e my diſaſtrous fortunes 
Were all my own?—Oh! 'tis ſupremely wretched 


No e e a curle, 


A TR A G EDY. 75 8 


QuEEnN. 


3 My deareſt daughter! 
Wrong not yourſelf or Heaven more ſmiling 
hours 
Are on the wing to meet you. —Pedro's ſuit 
Will move his Fuher, and to aid his pleading, 
My knee ſhall kiſs the ground. All is * 
And I vill hence even now, 


INE Zz. 


| Your goodneſs ban - 

F All my poor pow'rs of recompence.--Oh Madam! 

| You ſee me now whelm d in the deep confuſion 

| Of a diſhonour'd name.—Coello's malice, 

| Surpriſing me alone, ſo rudely preſs'd me 
With ſlanderous ſuggeſtion, that my blood 


| Recoil'd almoſt to death.---Much was I moved 


| To daſh the calumny by proudly cini 
The rank of Pedro 8 wife! . 


: ' Queex. 
I hope thou didſt not! 


IN Ez. 


No Madam, your beheſt ſubdued the woman 
” n in my breaſt, and chain ' d the tell-tale. 


| | Ovzzn. 
Tis well---it had been fatal elle. 


IN EZ. 


Ah! wherefore? 
I own, indeed, and feel myfelf unworthy, 
0 how unworthy, of my Pedro's virtues. 
But to Aſturia's royal line my Sire 
A 1 raced his high anceſtry; and, were he living, | 


J 


Would not regard his daughter raiſed when ſitting 


Even on the throne' of Portugal, 
: 7 QUEEN. TO 
My child! 


| 1 know too well your honourable lineage 


To deem your hand beneath a prince's fortune. 


And yourown worth, O! pardon me the bluſh, 
That pains your tender cheek, —delervesathrone. 
But the King thinks not thus. His eyes are fix'd 


On power alone. The alliance that would pleaſe 


him, 
Muſt fue with crowns and armies in her hand. 


Beſides your courſe, like your own * Guadiana, 


Was loſt awhile, and ere again it mounted, 


Flow'd through a tract of darkneſs. —On this 


period 


Of your dimmè'd luſtre would he reſt his ſearceh 
Convinced the Prince's love alone had raiſed you 
While it had humbled him. Oh then be ſecret ! 

If you reſpect your own, your huſband's ſafety, 

Forego the name of wife Honour and virtue 

Have danger in them, —Pedro's wanton licence, 


Would he indulge the ambition of his father, 
Might range all Portugal, and meet no cenſure. 
Not ſo his marriage: twould incenſe the tyrant, 


And you, the Prince, and I, perhaps might fall 


In one dread ruin.—Keep the fatal ſecret, 

Howeer enforced,--there's death in the diſcloſure. 
JC fo oo INtz. 85 5 

Not all the pains of honour on the rack 

Shall make again my ſteady purpoſe falter. 


* A river of Spain, which is abſorbed and runs for a 


certain ſpace under ground. 


2 


He 
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Your's nt my Pedro's ſafety can obtain 
| My [mile even for dilgrace ! Fa Fn 


Queen. 


Your ſuffering _ 

Cannot be long.—Soon ſhall. you chem your 

.-  haſband;; ::: 
With no Alphonſo to repel your title; 
And the changed world, as large in recompence 
As now 1n wrongs, will pay the arrear of honour. 
Farewell! I go to meet my oY lord, 
And ſue for Pedro's miſtreſs! 


IN EZ. 


My heart's bleſſing 
| Attends + N 


'Quzzn. 


Soon your Huſband will return 
No doubt with cheerful news.—Your happineſs 
With ſuch a friend---the generous and the tender 
Whoſe every thought 1 Is yours. —might move my 

r 
And tempt 3 to repine, hen I regard 
My different lot with the ſevere,---the ſullen, 
The fierce Alphonſo, to whoſe guarded boſom 
| No accels is allow'd ;---with whom I ſhare 
Nothing 1 in common. but a gloomy bed. 

1 1 Queen. 


iv. 


It is that eel Gorell man— 
W hom even as death I fear !--O haſte thee, Pedro, 
Jo raiſe my ſinking heart !—thou art as kind - 
As a fire 1s harſh and if my ſentence 
Muſt be pronounced, though even then 'twill 

cruſh me, 


From thy ſoft lips twill fall with lighter ruin! 
Longing,—yet trembling I await thy tidings.— 


Of ſome fre 


This dread ſuſpenſe, this fateful interval 
Shakes me moſt deeply, and my lawleſs thought 
Is on the range for horror. But Almada, 


Returning, walks this way,—and at his preſence 
My fancy finds another courſe, in which 
Io pour its troubled ſtream. oo 


Enter ALMADA. 
ALMADA. 


I lt grieves me, Madam, 
To ſee the felon grief approach life's prime, 


As now in you, and rifle it of ſmiles. 


Haply tis too aſſuming in a ſtranger _ 
To aſk what moves you in this pride of life, 


 _ Girt with the means of envied happineſs, : 
 _Toyieldathoughtto 3 Lady, pardon 
An old man's fondneſs: | 

Think that in me you hear your honour'd father. 


$:—1f he lives to bleſs you, 


Inez. 2 
Father !—O Heavens? 
AIM AD.. 
Mine, Lady, are his years, 


Though not his bleſing.—Grief, I know, can 


reach 


And ſhake the loftieſt ſtate, - perhaps the pain 
ſh-ſever d heart-ſtring prompts the 


And my Fr” e love provokes the wound 
To livelier pangs :—yet bear me while I aſk, 
Live both your happy parents? f 


3 


— 


9 
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a 
IN Ez. 


Sir, they ſleep 


Each in the cold, dumb grave, —nor heed the 


_ ſorrows 
Which inde their orphan's cheek! FE 
ALMADA. 
The loſs of parents 


Is great: but common felt awhile by nature 


And then no more remember d. —Here perhaps, . 
The woe 18 el. 


IxEZ. 
No !—one parent ſaw me 


. Juſt ripening into woman; and the other 
Forſook my childhood: oh- the kindeſt father, 
That ever ſtrain d an infant to his boſom! . 


AILNMADA. _— 


Pine muſt have dried the ſource of filial 10518 GS: 


However full. O ſtill vouchſaſe me favour! 75 
Is it a brother's loſs that touches you 


And melts you thus in grief 7 


Inzz. 
| No brother, Sir, 


Has ever claim'd my love, or to my arms 


Given a divided parent. ad was all 
The bleſſing of my mother's bed, and now 
Alas! am a all my race. 


ALMADA. 
It muſt be he! 


Divan: down my heart! (Afiae) ---thrice bleſſed 


were your parents, 


| Thrice bleſſed Portugal !---the favour'd land 


Which boaſts your honour d birth ! 


Om —ů— — — —̃ — 
Oo 


=. 


WG 1 N E Z, 
; Inzz. 


My birth can make 
No country proud :— but here in Portugal 
I am, as thou, an alien. To Caſtile 


I owe my birth. On Guadiana's banks, | 


Near Calatrava, where my family 


Long vied with choſe on thrones, my ; childhood 


. lay d, 
| Till— F 6 
AMADA. 
5 The fierce Moor oer{pread the waſted region, 
. Hurried your mother and yourſelf to chains, 
And ſlew your father. 


Inzz. 
> oY amaze me, 7-1 


Whence could you learn my melancholy ſtory? ? 


ALMADA. 


I was not diftant from that ſcene of ravage. 
| I had a daughter too whom then 1 loſt, 


In EZ. 


A dau ghter, Sir 1 


AIMADA. 


1 Oh yes * daughter---lovelier 
Than the firſt morning that awaked in Eden, 
And ſweeter than its breath. 5 The accurſed 


| infidels _ 
| Bal nan my caſtle, as my charming nl: 


mitted, 

Even as I ſee you now, ...ſo fair and peerleſs, 
Would ſhe have bleſs'd my eyes : ;---but---ah— 
5 | 

Loſt I my much- loved—Ix zz! 


number'd her tenth year.---Had late per: 


V 


IN EZ. 
Am I wakin g. 


Or is it all Illuſion p but the grave 


Cannot give back its dead !—I ſaw my ſather 
O ſight of ae Com aan d by numbers 


Sink, —a pale corſe ;—beheld the murderers. 


{words 


Steep'd | in his life! 


ALMADA. 
Ay ſo, indeed, thou thoughteſt. 


| Fernandez fell, 'tis true, with many a wound : 


And lay, with heaps of recking death, unnoticed, 
Till the retreating toe, with the next ſun, on 
Reſign'd him to his friends. —Their care recall'd 


The wand'ring pulle of hte :—when, to behold 
The lols of all that render'd life a bleſſing, 
From ſweet — to ſenſe I woke! 


INE Z. 


0 Heaven ſupport me . long 


| mourn'd father! 
And is it thou I claſp ?—ſcarce can I think it; 
Though every ſenſe avouch 1t.—Yes tis he; 
This is no mockery !—Upon my knees 


| Let me implore thy bleſſing !—Tell me wherefore 


Conceal Fernandez in Almada ?2—tell me 


Where haſt thou ſojourn'd?—They reported = 


falſely 


Thy callle was deftroy'd !— 


| FERNANDEZ. 
Another moment, 


O my loved daughter! when my heart's leſs 


buly, 


Shall give thee all — caſtle was — d. 
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The hateful ſpot, which told me of my lols, 


I ſhunn'd, and ſought to hide me from my woes 


In a lone ſeat, I own'd near diſtant Ebro. 


There had I till remain d: but Pedros tyranny, 
Bleſs'd be Heaven's will! invaded my retreat; 
Seiz d on my lands; - and drove me from Caſtile, 
 Stripp'd of a name too ſplendid for my flight, 
A vagabond and beggar,—to find here 
More treaſure than I left.—O my ſweet child! 
But ſpeak - your mother laid you that ſhe 


died? 


N Lorenza gone !---to fold her here with thee 


Were too much ecſtacy !---yet in her Inez 
She {till ſurvives !---as thou art now, my girl! 
Was my Lorenza when ſhe crown'd my arms 


A bluſhing bride.---Come grow unto my boſom, | 
Mother and daughter both !---But now relate, 
If the wild hurry of your foul permit, f 

Where have you linger d for theſe ten long 


ears? 


How noi d being ſince by fate 3 
The ſhelter of theſe arms? How baffled too 
My anxious love, which still, with princely 


offers 
For ranſom or diſcovery, ſearch' d the realms 


Of our unchriſtian foes? 


Thus: 


O Sir! O REEL 


My thought | is giddy ; and tumultuous pleaſure | 
Stilles my utterance !---my ſtory's brief. ES 
The foe, that ſnatch'd us from ; you, po us 


©, kinaly 
And bore us to Caſalla ee not long 


We had reſided, when the fierce Alphonſo, 


Prevailing in the battle, ſtorm'd the city; 
4 
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And led my mother and myſelf to Liſbon. 
There, on a pittance of the royal bounty, 
We lived in humble ſolitude, till Heaven | 
Was pleaſed to ſever from my love and wants 
My guide and friend, and, as 1 als deem'd, 
* only parent. —Then— 


en eas; 1 


i Ha!—then—what then? 
Hold—let me—ha! the horrid thought alarms 

me, 

And makes my heart i impatient of its place! 

Say and be quick !—whence this magmificence 

I ſee around thee ?—this imperial manſion ? 

* Theſe grounds---with all that's rich and rare in 

ee 


| Say !—ſpeak—Il be reſolved Las” they the 


. rides 

Or. proſtitution ?—ſplendid guilt alone? . 
Illuſtrious infamy ?—Unha apPY woman! 

3 Thou art not Pedro' 8 wife! 


ole; 5c 

| Ty, What ſhall I 9 18 
O father! FE 

Fenavvaz. 


"Hence! leſt I ſhould ſpurn thee from me! 
Stain not the name of father !—this ſad morning 


W. hen the falſe man pronounced thy name 2 with 


paſſion, 


I knew not why it moved me—but twas nature, ; 


Preſcient of this molt dread reſerve of fate, 
That felt the coming ſhock.—O vile ſeducer! 
E But! can yet avenge 
62 


1 | 
xv 
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ef 
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1 


bd. e 1 


„ 
My dear- dear fatherl - 


Forbear—to wrong the e "OR all dif. 


traction. (Aſide) 


FMA Piz. os 
And art thou then lo loſt to virtuous feeling, 


As even to plead for vice! Hence ruin d woman! 
Hence—daring flander of thy mother's bed! 
— Oh! ſhe was chaſte —ſinleſs in tought, —as 


white. 


As the pure ſnows which crown the Pyrencan, 


 Unſullied by the grolſer breath of earth! 


But thou—oh thou !—T've felt affliction's ſhafts 
Even in my heart.--It has ſeem'd good to Heaven 
To ſtrike me in its wrath : ;—yet ull this moment 


My nature has ſtood firm. Woe 1 is man's birth- 


right. 


But ſhame |—difgrace!—to ſee a Tengen line 
Olf heroes and chaſte matrons endin thus— 

In the poor object of licentious 2 

Would I had found thee dead '—that had been 


10on— 
{orrow : — 
TP bis IS confuſion ! 


Ixzz. 
Madneſs \—his high "TY 


5 will never brook concealment. 20 d)—Here Ill 


_ kneel 


-For ever on this cuſhion of the flint, 


Jill thou doſt take me up, and give me back 


My twice-loſt parent think me not deform'd 


As now thine eyes would ſhape me Pedros 
_ guilileſs, 
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FERNANDEZ. 


That cannot be even if he took thee ſullied 
From Lilbon's ſtreets a commoner of love.— 


But oh! my child nature will force her * 


I am not adamant !—and I muſt weep 


Oer the moſt beauteous ruin, virtue ever 
Survey d with ſad regard.—O my loſt girl! 
Ha let me look this face is all 

No vice can here be read :—each character 


| thy mothers: 


Is ſtrong in virtue: When within is guilt 


Oh! why ſhould innocence be hung without, 
To Phew th and betray, and cozen Juſtice : p 
| Yet art thou mine, and though thou ſt brought 


with ſhame 


: Thy poor old father to the grave I Il hold thee 
To my Haw d heart. —Oh !—Inez !— 


(Embracing ber )- 
Enter Px DR O. 


PEDRO. 5 
Gods! amazement! 
It cannot—yet!—no— 


Ws: 
Ha! thou ſtain of beo! 


Thou canker, that didſt taint the ſweeteſt flow er, 
Which ever open 'd to the eye of ſpring ! N 


Hence !—I defy thee |—tis a cauſe to ſteel | 
The arm of infancy ;—and I will riſk in it 
The few warm drops, which linger at my! heart. 


3 Draw and defend thyſelf!- . 


In EZ. 


O ceaſe! tis phrenſy! 1 


O father IO my huſband !—he who moves 
Mull tread upon a daughter—or a wite! 


: 8 INE Z. 
x 8 - 
ll Heavens! can it be?—a daughter! 
| FERNANDEZ. 
A e What!—your huſband? 
| 5 5 Pr DPRO. 


Though my fate's enmity compel me now 


Inez, 


a R - 3 — ark 
— — — — — que 
a - 2 p —_ - . — — 
. —. — 


That Pedro is not pedro. That you are 


Let me not ſuffer in your honeſt thought: 


— , . I” es — 


Ves, Sir, her huſband! tis my name of Edler 


a I would not change it for the name of king! 


To whiſper what I wiſh to ſpeak in thunder 
Io the world's ear. I've been too haſty, Sir! 
Tour years, —your mien of honour—and my | 


Were ſtrong againſt ſuſpicion. But my fortune, 
Peeviſh and ſtrange, hath torn me from mylelt 


My fair one's father—'tis enough—ſhe ſays it. 
The ſtrangeneſs of the fact may be hereafter 
'The ſubject of account. —Your pardon, Sir! 


The world's too poor to bribe me from my. 


honour. 
] am your ſon. —This Jady choſe me, Sir, 


When, as ſhe thought, no parent lived to guide, 


Ber, 


FERNANDEZ. 
Great Sir! your nobleneſs ſurpriſes me; 


2 


Have broken in me nature's harmony, 


Power! 


And bleſs her youthful e e. —Oh forgive : 


And take me e for your ſon -TLetn me embrace you! 


Though all the buly tongues of lame proclaim i it. 
"Tis L muſt ſue for pardon age and lorrow _ 


And jarr d her trembling wad 8 
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Even where I thought myſelf moſt deeply ruin'd 
To be moſt gn d!—Would it were Heaven's 

WI 

To take me now,—my bliſs were rare indeed! 
My wearied age would cloſe its toils in rapture, 
And ſmile at what the impotence of fortune 
In cruelty might plan. Receive her, Prince! 
She will not ſhame your greatneſs. The full 
Roh . 
Ol a rich ſtrain of virtue cloſes in her. 
Pardon me, noble Sir! and thou, my child, 
: W thy erring father. 


Ivrz 


* e eee e 
F - Your happy child can think alone of fondneſs:;— 
3 gratitude to him, who nurſed her childhood; 
And train'd the being, that he gave, to virtue. 
I own'd the juſtice of your paſſion, - far 
Your deep diſtreſs ;--but could not then relieve . 


| The dreadful iſſue, which your raſhneſs tempted, 
Alone could make me ſpeak. — What cloled my 


lips, 

And what bow: wiſh to know ill Pedro's love 

Removed me here; and, for my worthleſs hand, - 

Cave me himſelt,—a jewel of a price 
That beggars India you ſhall hear at leiſure, 
When from the tumult of Commering paſſions 
My boſom 1 is compoled. 


Fennanpez. 
It is enou gh, 


| That Res art found, and as thou ſhould 0 be 

| found, 
The pure deſcendant of a line of Princes. 
Some idler time will ſuit to learn the relt : 


7 : 
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Which make my poor brain totter. 
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And your great conſort's honour 1s ſo clear, 


10 queſtion it were crime. 


'Pzpro. 
Reſt eaſy, Sir! = 


What! 18 myſterious ſhall be ſolved hat doubtful 


Confirm'd to certain. Here your pious daughter 


Shall tend your age, and to your ſooth'd decline 
Requite the cares her infancy received. 
FERNANDEZ. 


You biete me, Sir Thou Heaven with choice 
regard 


Look on this pair !---extend and guard cheir 


virtues! 


Grant them that rare ſelicity of union, 
Where {till one wiſh ſprings from two | hearts 


where thought 


Softly diſſents from thought to make the * . : 


Not diſſonant but various! 4 Bleſs their be 


With lovely increaſe to diffuſe their; joy; 


And bear the blended parent to adorn 


And gladden the new age Il—if they muſt ſuffer 


Their portion of the ſentence paſs d on man, 


0 mitigate the affliction !—be it only 


A bird of folemn warning,—not of prey ; 
Jo counſel thought, and not to tear the heart. 
Let them pals calmly on—if not exultingly, 
Till hand in hand—they drop into the leep 
Which cloles mortal care - But age and jo 
Make even my prayer to babble III withdraw 
Jo yield the reſpite, my own weakneſs claims; 


And think a while u pon theſe ſtrange events, 


| Exit ALMADA. 
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PE DRO. 
He's much moved! 


INE Z. 


Oh! had you ſeen the good old man, my Pedro! * 


His darling child, as by a miracle, 
Reſtored to his dear arms yet her condition 
Such as to waken doubt, and point to ſhame, 


You would have pitied him e have 


pitied 
Your Inez too, condemn'd to have the] power, 
Without the right to eaſe her father's anguiſh. 


Alas! you know not, what my faith has borne _ 


Ere it ſurrender'd :—'twas the Fright alone, 


Cauſed by your mutual error, which ſubdued we 


Silence at laſt ſeem'd gone. If I have ry, 
* me e Pedro! | T9 
PxpRo. 


All is well, my Ins) ! 
For thee, with even the kenia of pollution, 


To ſtain thy Sire with ſhame, and wound with 


anguiſh, 


Were the worſt ill —ZBeſides— the crifis haſtens 


Of more decided fate.—Our fortunes now 
Hang trembling ot on a point! 


Inez. 
What ſays the King 1 


Exile or chains 2—Oh! {peak the dreadful ſen- 


tence! 
What ſhape muſt ruin take! p 
PrDRO. 
The King, indeed, 
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Ix EZ. 
Ah me! 


PRE D RO. 
And ſome accurſed foe 


: Hath urged him almoſt to renounce the father, | 
5 And be the N only. 


IN EzZ. 


We re undone! 1 
I lee it, Pedro . tis in vain to hide it! 


PEDRO. 
No, Jaws | not undone : 1 he abandon: 


His own reſpected ſell,---'tis he who breaks 
The ties of lon and father To my country 
I!'Il plead my cauſe. My country will reſpect 
My wedded love, and Portugal to guard her 
Will glitter in bright: arms. My triends are ſtrong, 
Many and firmly mine: this knows the Monarch. 
And prudence will repreſs th' attempts of paſſion. 


—Talk not ot danger, Inez! 


IN EZ. 


Think'ſt hom: Pie! 


That 1 could {ie thee BY aginlt thy father, 


Howe er unjuſt and violent, thy hand? 


Think'ſt thou that 1 could witneſs this fair 
country, 5 


Which cheriſh'd my weak Years, and ove me 


Pedro, 


Drinking with thirſty lips her children's blood, 
---And---for a worthleſs woman?---No, my Pedro! 
Rather than be a fiend that breathes deſtruQion, 
III VO Heaven from thee,-—Oh! that I could 
Fly allo from my lelf to ſome far pot | 
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Beyond the foot of man :—there fade unnoticed, 


Till nought is left of Inez but a ſigh ;--- 

And the Thin murmur of her Pedro's name. 
„ | 
Bright excellence Oh ceaſe !—and, if you 
— 
No more of this. It gives a ſtronger blow 
Than all Alphonlo's proweſs can inflitt. 
Part from thee !—No, my Inez !—our twin fates 


Are grown incorporate, and {ingle-natured ;— 


Fed by one heart and quicken'd with one ſpirit. 
To ſever us were death !--But who is here? 
Enter SERVANT. 


SERVANT. 


| Mygracious Lord! a meſſenger from Coimbra, 


Brought this in haſte. 

: : „ PEDRO. ) WT: 
Tis well! [Ex. Serv. | what can it mean? 
A letter from my father! 5 5 
Fr . 
ä — 
| Each character is fate: and yet I ſee 
A ſmiling omen on my Pedro's cheek, 
That plucks me from deſpair. 

| Papro. =» 

- O my loved Inez! 
Alphonſo's yet my father! 
Bits (Pedro reads.) 


i Paſſion urged 
My ſpeech to warmth. —The exile of thy fair 
Shall not be thought f. — Come to me to-morrow, 


. 
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a Of the match'd Pack; the animated field; 


INE Z, 


And means will be deviſed—19 ſet thy Jouve = 
No more at ſtrife with hanqur !—t9 conciliate 

The diſaſfected nobles—and approve myſe! If 
Thy lwing—father !— 


Hear YOU this, my Inez ? 


INE Zz. 


This is, indeed, moſt kind and yet it ſors 
The change i is too too ſudden:—in an hour! 


In a ſhort hour !—belore his pulſe had ebb'd! 


Ere ſcarce the tremor on his tongue had cealed, 
To O write in Tuch a ſtrain! | 


PeDRo. 
My father's nature 


Was only for a moment bent from goodnels, 
And now, the tranſient violence removed, 
Acts with 1ts Proper: virtue. 


IX EZ. 
dv ot dude! it: 


But give a looſe to joy and, when you viſit 
Coimbra to-morrow, will not feel thole pangs | 
Your ablence cauſed this morning. 


Pepro. 


Inez no 
Let's a no more of ſorro „, and alarm! 


Thoſe ugly ſhapes of night are faded now; 


And joy comes dancing on. My boſom triumph 


With more than wonted {pirit, and I feel 

The buoyancy of flame.—Hence will I now 
And mingle with my comrades of the chace, 

Who have for hours accuſed my tardy Faith, 


Will you attend our [port 2—the harmonious 
uire 


Of my dear father, and my dearer lord! 
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The vocal woods, and hills, where echo hunts, 
Will clear your veins of any ling'ring damp. 
3 . IV EZ. 

Excuſe me, Pedro !—my ocerlabour'd ſpirits 


Demand repoſe; and in this game of blood 
Never could I taſte delight. What you call har- 


mony 


as ſtruck my ear, and ſartled my weak heart 


As the deep cry of death, —almoſt as ſavage 


As the mad uproar by the frighted Hebrus, 


When fell the Muſe's ſon. But I talk idly! _ 


That for which Providence has planted inſtincts, 
And which my Pedro likes—cannot be wrong. 


PEDRO, 


Proceed, my love !—to hear you. cenſure it, 


I would forego my {port.—Be cheerful, dear! 


The field {hall not detain me long, and—then, 
Well talk with ſmiles of this eventful day. 


| [Exit. Pero, 


IN EZ. 


A numb cold preſſure, like the hand of death, 


1 Lies on my boſom.— Shall I call him back? 


Pedro l my Pedro gone too far to hear me! 


And were he not, -he 'd only mock my terror, 
As the poor ſtuff of female ſuperſtition: 
—And fo indeed it is: I'll throw it off! 


And, till the hour of meeting at repaſt, 


Feed on the bliſs that waits me, the ſweet con- 


„ ere 
| Exit, 


END OF THE FOURTH ACT, 
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AU. 
Arrnoxso, GoxsATEZ, ALVARO, Cotto. 
Allr Hnoxso. 


Thus far tis welll—the ſhallow boy hath 


gorged 


My ſpecious. bait, — the letter that I ſent him, 
- Couch'd in ambiguous peace. My [pies report 


him 


Gone to partake the kt of the chace 
Till the 125 
And we will crowd its narrow bounds wah fate 
That after-times reproach us not with ſloth. 
— The place 1 is ſtriking !---Bluſhing nature ls 


cloſe.—Qur's is the interval; 


Wantons in all her charms, dreſs'd and trick'd out 
By her gay handmaid art, voluptuouſly, 
To enervate and debauch. —Say—will the man, 


Wont to breathe coolneſs in theſe fragrant ſhades, 
From which the ſun in his full pride retires, 
Be patient of the noontide march?—or he, 
Who on the velvet margin of theſe ſtreams 
Catches ſweet llumbers from their murm'ring 


lapſe, 


Bear the hard ſoldier's couch upon the heath, 


Rock'd by the howling ſtorm?—The place tel 5 


Invites corrupt indulgence :---and no wonder 
That Pedro ſhould abandon Portugal; 
For to this blooming circuit—'tis a deſert. 
This is a paradiſe;—and here's the lerpent 
Whom We mult bruiſe ! 


0 


Say ſhall I ruſh, and drag her from her chamber, 
To hear her fearful ſentence? 


Might I adviſe, my Liege would leave to us 


A TRAGEDY. 7 
' Coxizo. 
4s. my great ſovereign Lord! 


GoxsaTEZ. 
No, Coello! 


The ſtern inflition of his righteous doom, I 


| Nor ſee the dang'rous woman. Weare agents, 
Mere inſtruments alone ;—with hearts and hands 


Not our's—but his who orders;—and by duty „ | 
Steel'd as our blades. Should he, who has a right 


| Topity, ſee her, the myſterious power, 
Which has ſubdued the Prince's royal nature, 
4 _ work with more effect. „ confounding juſtice 


Arvaro. 


Think thou, Gonſalez, that the Sovereign's 
purpoſe 


Is not too ſettled to be blown away 


By the weak impulſe of a woman's ſigh! ? 


Surely thou knowſt not ns? our Monarch's firm- 


'neis! 


'Tis like a rock, beſieged in vain by oceans! 


O 


'Tis like the polar! ice, built high to Heaven, 


On which the ſun, with ineffectual flame, 
Plays for a ſix- month' s day! 


 GonsALEz. 
I know him proof 


Againſt all human power; but here— 


ALPHONSO. 


Well try it! 
Alvaro! and Coello hence, and — 


— — — — 


This woman to our oiefonce|——All the rates 
Are by our guards commanded.---Now Gon- 


Can melt my fol! 


Thou ought'lt to 


Will „ 


INE Z, 


ſalez, Ex. Al v. and COEL, 


Lou may perhaps be forced to deem us firm. 


What !---man !---to ſatisfy the claim of honour, 


This hand would lop it's brother, and not tremble! 


And canſt thou think that a few drops of rheum, 
The ſickly fretting of a harlot's eye, _ 

1 urpoſe?—No—Gonſalez! ! 
know me better. —When ſhe | 
wWeeps, : 


As ſhe will weep,---I 10 have eyes of ſtone, 
No flelhly ſoftneſs near them. -Like the Caſpian, ; 
My ſpirit ſhall imbibe the copious floods, 
And not © erfſow, or render back a drop. 


GoxsALEZ. 
' Your pardon, noble ſovereign but I fear 


The more than beauty s power, which aids this 


woman ; 
AlPHONSO. 
Peace 1 tis dotage !—Hark ! 


ALVARO and 1 
( Behind the ſcenes)—Nay come along? 


You {land upon your honour!—you are nice! 15 


(IN EZ, behind the ſcenes) 
Ah me! why drag me thus ungentle men? 


I do not 215 my poor . knees 
Will bear me 5 


orward !---oh 1— 


Enter Inzz—(dragged by ALvaRo and Cor1.o, | 


her hands bound, and her hair d 1ſhevelled.) 


Ixzz. 
Alas where e am I: > 


A TRAGEDY. 97 


Which is your Lord? that I may raiſe to him 
i My eyes for pardon P- though I know no crime! 


ALPHONSO. 
By Heavens !—a miracle!—the rareſt beauty 


Which yet hath — my glance '---nature's ; 


rime work! 


Finiſh'd not well but curiouſly !—ſtruck out 
In a chance brilliant moment, and then labour d 
To bright perfection !—here, I ſee, Gonſalez 


The witchcraft that you dread. 


Inzz (70 ALeHoNns0). 
O ſovereign Lord! 


0 or your imperial aſpect ſpeaks the king,) 


ee at your eet a weak and aidleſs woman 


LPR mercy : as 


Alp HONSO. 
Ha! Gonſalez, een 


It is indeed: but it is nature's witcheraft: 
All lawful influence, - Which might well e 1 
Souls firmer than the Prince s: mine perceives it, TINO 
But will not t yield. — | 


Inxz. - 
Diſtreſs like mine, 0 Monarch! 


Solicits pity,—or at leaſt regard. — 


Ah! whence theſe cruel bands, which ſtrain my 
r : 


Unuſed to ſuch rude cinQures ?—Gracious So- 


vereign! 


Declare my crime. 


ALPHONSO. | 


Thou * like innocence! 
1 


98 e - 4 


Apply t to thy own heart: there vilt thon 1d 
The — bat 1 muſt puniſh. by 


Inez. 


Oh! my Lord! 

That look alone was death !—and yet for guilt 

I ſearch my heart in vain there nd [ ny 
But love a as and fear! 


Akne. 


The crime, and terror 
8 Of the crime's s puniſhment. 


Inzz. 
Is love a crime 7 


— 


8 Auruonso. = 
"uz. 
Then are the angels deeply 3 


Love is their ſervice, love their crown of bliſs, : 
Dilpenſed by their great Father, wHo 1s Love! | 


. 1 
Not love like chine. 


(IN... 
My 1 love; great King! is pure. 
Tis love of human kind love even of foes! 
"Tis love of country, friends, relations, love 
Of God, —and, ah! too near to. God—of— 
: Pedro! 2 


Alrnoxs. 125 
Ha !---haſt thou found the « crime which bares 
| on thee 
The arm of juſtice ?--—tis wy love of Pedro, 
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1 


Was it my fault to yield at Pedro's ſuit. 
My virgin heart ?—alas! 'twas forced from me! 


Heaven ſhould have made him, Sir, leſs good 


and lovely. 
AlrHONso. Hep 
Thy love has ruin d him. Cos 


r 


0 If ruin'd him— 
1 were a wretch indeed more loft than now 


Sinking beneath your frowns * my good 5 


vereign | 


4 If to obſerve and honour, and admire him; 
To feel his pulle « of pleaſure and of pain 


Still beating in my breaſt;—to nurſe his VIrueh, 
And aid the beauteous purpoſe of his ſoul, 
Be, Sire, to ruin him,---my love 1s guilty 


And [ muſt ſtand the ſentence. ho 


AlPpHONS0. 
Artful women! 


Thy love hath held its object from the field; 
_ Hath urged him to refuſe his aſking country 
The means of ſtrength 1 in great alliances: 


Hath kept him from the ſtate and from his father; 


Hath ſtolen hum from himſelf, and melted him 
Into a Woman's . 


Boge 
7 RE Yes foully done it 
"on moſt ungodly pratliee.* 5 

5 INEZ (70 Gon ſalex). 

O my Lord! 


Preſs not the falling I. Age, deep verſed in liſe | 


H 2 
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And life's ſad changeful ſtor ſhould be ready 
"To grant the pity, which it oon may want: 
Prone to afford the ſupplicant its knees, 


To aſſuage and not incenſe.---Oh! ſue for me! 


To thee he will attend ;—my feeble accents 
Cannot impreſs his ear,---or I would tell him Y 


The Prince's honour is as dear to me 
As is his love: would ſay I ne'er diſſuaded him 


From court, the ſtate, or even from the field. -- 
Much as my fooliſh heart might wiſh him from it! 
| No!---had his ardent duty wanted flame, 2 


wy love would have ſupplied it. 


 ALPHONSO. 
Canſt thou ſay too 


Thou haſt not turn'd thy lover's [miles from Por- ; 


tugal, - 
And pour'd them on thy country ?-—-given his 
„„ Wealth TE 


To feed her 8 and his countenance. 
To aid her vagrant rebels! * 5 


„ 
No, my Liege! J 


His own heart ſprung to ſuccour the diſtreſs d, 
Its only counſel- charity. This country, 
That with its tender arms embraced my childhood, 
Claims all my love and duty; — nor in 4 


Have I yet done it wrong. O Portugal! 


Thou foſter- parent, ---dearer than my own, 
Ah! do not throw to the wild waves again 
The wreck which thou didſt ſave !---Great Sir, 


forgive me! 


ALPHONSO. 


Vain breath and trifling know that I came 
CET. 
To puniſh, not to talk. 
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Ah! have you not 
Already puniſh' d?---view my wretched ſtate. 
Thoſe eyes, which ſcowl a fearful menace on me 
To wither up my heart, are ede - 
Of cruel puniſhment. —O generous King 
Relieve me now !---regard a ſuppliant "ny 
Who here has none to help but you and Heaven ! ! 


CoxLLo. | 
Where i is her hero then? (Al 44) 


AlrhoxsO. 


Encourage not 
A hope Hams me: read Heaven indeed can help 
Po tnee 5 | 
Addreſs 1 it, and be quick! 1 


| IN EZ. 
What mean you, Sir? 


' ALPHONSO. 8 


All FR z00r - ſolace, which departing life 
Can ſteal from hope of Heaven, III not deny 
1 3 

Short be thy ſuperſtition! ! 


n. 
Will you murder me : 9 


Alf HONSO. 


No !---as a victim offer thee to juſtice, 
Murder's the deed of paſſion.---I am temperate : 
No inſurrection ſtruggles in my breaſt: 5 
My pulſe beats health. --No-—T'Il not under 
tee; | 
But thou muſt die. 


IN EZ. 


Ohl! let me live, dread Monarch! 
A feeble. trembling woman. ---Valour ſcorns 


An unreſiſting foe: ---and man embrues nuoet 
His hands in woman's blood!---Heaven gave to 


'Y man 


Cour: ge and reogth; ;---POOT woman fears and 


, WeEaknels: ; : 


But made thoſe fears and weaknel; her deſence | | 


In man's conciliation. -O Alphonſo! 


Stain not your victor- word, nor wrong. your 


greatneſs 


With ſuch a deed of horror! 


Ar HOS. 


| EE Talk to 111 
Ill wait be f peedy for your forfeit life 
Tis not the ſoldier takes it---but the ſovereign; ; 


Not as an act of valour--but of . 5 


Juſtice, not leſs than war, can boaſt her 
triumphs, | 


- Ofc as illuſtrious —and as a2 FP 


By victor * qr india. and brute 1 nature.— 5 
| mY IN EZ. + 


viet ry o'er nature!—moſl diſhonqurable | 
What was made man to harden into fiend 


Moſt impious !---The. fine clay, which form'd 


man 8 heart, 


God ſoften'd with compaſſion ; Wilk ＋ to make 1 it 
Apt to receive the ſtamp of other's woe. 
Ob! deem not great what is unnatural !- 
Submit to Heaven's benevolent appointment! 


N or (corn. to feel as man! 
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UN 
Thou talk ſt i in vain! 


is den ſbit 8 Hort to preſide o'er inſtinct. 


And why diſturb'd at death? it is life's goal 15 


1 all muſt reach. -I ſoon muſt follow thee. 


Even this proud fabrick of the earth and 


Heavens, 


Built for eternity. they ſay, than vdrith,. 5 
Faded and loſt :---then why ſhould'ſt thou repine, 
That thou art not immortal ?---no---die !---die! 

Tis but a few thick une of the breath 

And the ſhort toll 1 is © er. 


| Inzz. 3 
Death [..-agony! 1 418 


Moſt horrible! Hoh nature ſhrinks from them! 
—And 1 in life 8 prime {---torn from my late· found = 


parent! 


F rom my | weet infant, nourih's with my boſons 
From my dear-—-dear.—Oh! merey grant me 


mercy! |: 


Mercy i is Heaven's own 'eloncs;-—thence e 


Into the breaſts of kings to make them 4 god: like, 
Reſembling their great Lord! 


GoNSsALEZ. 


Think, Sire! of juſtice; 
"Tis juſtice 1 1s divine. 5 


IN EZ. 
Ah! juſtice never 


Could ſave a foul Land they who ſhew no mercy 


Shall have but juſtice Oh! deſtroy me not! 


Baniſn me rather to ſome diſtant ſhore, 
Whence I may ne'er return to injure Portugal! 
N — will 1 toll to linger out my yy” 
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To glean a ſcanty meal for my poor child, 
Strain d to my breaſt and moiſten d with my 
„„ i IP 
On the cold ground beneath the churliſh ſkies! : 
Our ſtate may touch even ſavages with pity, 
And they may lend it aid; and I will pray | 
For bleſſings on the king that ſaved our lives. | 
But ſhould you put my blood —my guiltleſs 
blood, 
Each vocal drop will to the ear of God, . 
Call not in vain for vengeance !---Oh L dhe look 
Shot comfort to my bulk : 


Ar Hens. 
5 Ves !---ſhe hath moved me! (Af +) 
But ſhould I baniſh thee !- 
88116. 1 
- Think you, my Liege! Þ 
| The Prince would not retrieve, and —— her ; 


back -::. 
To eruſh her foes, your friends: > 


GoNsALEZ. 


This, Sire, I dreaded 
When you would ſee her: —then you mock'd 
my fears, 


And talk d of matchleſs conſtancy! 2 


ALVARO. 


My Sovereign! 
| Thoſe precious pledges of your royal line, 
The Princeſs Conſtance“ left t to Portugal, 
Demand your care, and check your cruel mercy. 
Their mother 8 injured ſpirit hovers o'er 9 


* A former wife of Pedro. + 
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Alarm'd to ſee you doubt,---whether the throne 
Be filld * her's, or by this ſtranger's oftspring. = 


ALPHONSO. 


Thanks for your aid [---1t hath confirm'd my 
Ts, virtue. 
Tis paſt, and---ſhe muſt---die! 


| Inzz. 


Ve cruel men! 
| Whoſe hands would ſuffocate the infant mercy, 
And tear my ſovereign from me! Oh regard not 


Thele counſellors of blood The Lady Con- 5 


„ 

Where ſhe alive, would find her offipring : 

3 cheriſh'd 
With all a parent's fondneſs. To the throne. 

The voice of Portugal affirms their right — 

For me, and my poor infant, all I — 

Is bread and the worm's privilege of life. 


AL P H ONSO. 
Tm hear no more !—Poor wretch! thou plead ſt 
in vain. 
Inez. 


A Turn not awa 0 King Kill me yourſelf! * 
Let me not fa iq by theſe fierce men !-their 

= ſwords. 

Will give more pangs than your. —O my dear 

E child! 
How wilt thou live without thy mother's tender- 

mer 5 

Ah!—now approach not this once- folt ring 7 

bolom! 

Twill yield thee blood !—a mother's blood !— 

for milk! 


O pedro how my beatt is rent to think - 
Of thy ſharp pains,—doom'd as thou art to ſee 
Thy murder d conſort. a 


n Ne 
Conſort ?—ſaid ſt thou conſort ? > 


"= 


INE Z. 


Ah! my dread Legs the vow, which gave 7 
me Pedro, 


Was at the altar breathed. —He who Arikes me 
9 0 TAG: s wife! 


A 078 
7 A peaſant's daughter wear 
The crown of Portugal? Pell : 
5 IN EZ. DI 
No peaſant's Habkern. Sire! 
of noble Fender ee 

ALenonso. 


Not another ward! 
Hadſt thou as many lives as hairs I'd take them : 
For Portugal would claim the numerous ſlau ghter. 


Hence with her, and diſpatch! 


n 


Oh! mercy. \—mercy! 5 
Let me but live an hour, and I will bare 
wy boſom to your ſwords! 


Arcs. 
No! not a minute! 


INE zZ. 


ut till 1 claſp my child, and on its ts lips 
Preſs a laſt ng. ring kiſs. 


a a —ͤ—— — 
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ALPHONSO. - 
Away with her! 

And Fe her to her fate! 

'Inxz. 


O! righteous Heavens! 
(As Goxs AI. CokLLO and ALVARO are dragging 


Her off the age) 
Yet mercy oh ell! 
"GonSaret. 


(abn. the aner Die, thou ſorcereſs! 


ALVARO. 
bi 
e CokLIo. 

Hold! it muſt not be! 


IN EZ. 


FF 0 ah 
Receive my ſpirit |—pardon!—oh—my Pedro! 


(Re-enter Al v. and Gox. from the murder, with 
their * and hands nes] CoEL. falling | 
them.) 


 Atenonso. 3 


How's this, Coello? —you look pale and 

tremble. | 

d What! is the fight of juſtice {o alarming 
That thus it ſhakes you? 1 


Coxilo. 


Mighty Sir, I know not: 


But I am weak, and own this deed has thrilld me, 
Would it were yet undone! 


.4 


ALvano. 
My Liege! I deem'd | 


| My friend, Oslo, mack of ſtouter ſtuff 


Than to ſurrender, at the fateful criſis, 


That Roman virtue, which till then he held. 


| 5 Alrhoxso. 0: ; 
For ſhame, Coello hat not more of man? 


»Tis well Gonſalez and Alvaro ovn'd 


More conſtant ſpirits. Fie! this milky blood, 


This whiteneſs of the liver is moſt boy-like; 


To find you here: the man o 
Come to AS e the anguiſh you excited. 
Have you yet le 2 = 
1s charged with fate! —O God —thele men of 


And muſt be curedere you mature to manhood! 
But who 1s this the Qucen! 


( Enter Quzz N.) 
Queen. = 


© ve ſought you, Sir, ; 
At Coimbra;—and rejoice, 8 my hope 
peace no doubt, 5 


en the Ha! your countenance 


blood, 


In murder” 8 liver make me die with terror! 


What have you done : * 


ALPHONSO. 
A deed of glory, Madam 0 


Call on your fav'rite minion,—and, unleſs 


The impotence of death can find a tongue 


To mock the living, — ſhe Il not anſwer thee! 


Qu EN. 
O Heaven! —not ſlain! 
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ALPHON SO. 


Her bluſh is Tia yr for ever. 
The dimple on her cheek ſhall wreath no more, 
To lure the glance of love, and cozen Pedro. 


 Quern. 
0 wretched man!—a deed of glory p 
ALPHON SO, 

Ye, TOM 
| Of = loud fame ſhall blazon, Madam! 


As long as juſtice, and the 5 virtue 
Poſſeſs renown on earth. | 


QUEEN. 
A deed of glory | 7 


Not tis a : deed of ſhame !..-of cowardice !_ 


Ok cruelty, and complicated guilt! | 
| Oh!---tis a deed, which, in ſucceeding ages, 


ö Shall violently pluck from ſofteſt tongues 


Harſh curſes on the name of dire Alphonſo 


The woman-murderer !---Oh ! ſhe was goodneſs ! 
And when ſhe riſes in her robes of light, 


i Waſh'd from her own pure blood, which ſhall 


for ever 
Stain thee and theſe red murder's miniſters, 


EB This angel, ſtanding at the Almighty” $ throne, 
Shall blaſt thee! 


ALpHonso. 
Let us leave this peeviſh woman! 


To weigh our act aſks other hands than her's: - 


Stateſmen and kings, my Lords --muſt hold the 
| ſcales. 

Madam, your words play idly on 1 my ear: 
But go and try their virtue on your Pedro ! 
Aſſuage he "73 ſharp pangs recall his man · 

hoo 


TIO INE 2, 
And tell him what his fire has done, has been 
In care of him. When he regains himſelf 


He'll fee and thank our love.---Now hence to 
3 ies 
* Lords away! 


LEreunt ALrn. Gons. cor. and Arv. 


Qurxv. 


To Pedro hat to tell him, Bs 
That his dear wite, whom more than breath he 
prized, 5 
Who anſwer d all bis love bs ſofter ſelf, 
Lies welt” Ang cn in her blood, ---moſt foully mur- 
4 _ | 
By his inhuman fire ?...can this be told him ? 
A ſeraph's voice, uttering the dreadful tale, 
Would ſhock his ear worle than the howl of 
| wolves 
Yr Over the tifled tombs hen ſhrieking ghoſts 
Add horror to the din vet muſt he hear it! 


O Pedro, my dear boy -O Inez—whom | 
1 cheriſh di in my heart! 


Enier FE RN AN DEZ. 
FERNANDEZ. 


7 This way it ſounded, ; 
Andliketh' alarmof death!--Ah, Madam! whence 
This Oe of grief? E 


Quezx, 


The raven, Sir, 
Led you in evil hour to Portugal 

Oh! tis the land of horror and of guilt, 
And c on this e the fiends exult! O 1 


FERNANDEZ. 
_ Give the bs ſorrow breath for woe and 1 


v. 


1 | 


ce. 
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Have been ſo yoked together ere familiar * 
And I may teach you patience !. Ei 


wy, | Qurxx. | 
Never, never! 


Death has 1 here | the Pride of the rich 


garden f 


1s cropp'd;—and all is now a waſte els, her 
Chance gave the daughter nature : had denied me, 
O my dear Inez! 


FERNANDEZ. 


What of her 7—Oh'! ' ſpeak! 1 
Qurxx. 3 
Dead, Sir! | 


-B ERNAN DEZ. 
Dead, ſay you! * 


| Quezn, i 1 1575 
1 allen by murder's dagger! 


8 | FERNANDEZ. 95 
Is t truly ſo ?—whoſe was the curſed deed; ? 


 Quezn. 
The King's. 
FERNANDEZ. 


Ah | miſerable father 


25 EE v. | 
Father! ' 


7 E RNANDEZ. 


Oo! Heavens! the loſt F ernandez ſlands 5 
you. 
She was my only daughter, the ſole pledge 


————— — —— — — — — — —I— — 


Of nature in my eyes 
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Of my Lorenza's love long had I loſt her! 


Only this morning found her I— and when age, 


Fond age began to dream of happinels, 
Thus am I waked—to find her gone for ever! 
And raviſh'd from me thus I- Oh! my ſweet girl! 


Trouble and years I thought had dried the 


fountains fr 
{..-and yet, ſince morning, 
I wept upon thy neck, my child! and now 
Muſt weep upon thy bier! 125 | 
, QuRE VW. . 
=, The wrongs of fortune 
To thee are great !---toſs'd o'er a — 8 tract 


Of troubled life to find thy age's bleſſing 


Torn from thy very graſp !---yet is there one 


More deeply gulph'd in wretchedneſs than thou, 
Whoſe los is dearer than a child s. O Pedro! 
How wilt thou bear it ?---for the purple tide, 
Which feeds thy heart, is not more vital to thee, 

Than was thy Inez l- ſuch a bliſsful union 
Was never marr'd before by guilty man!!!! 
(Horns and Shouts within) But, oh! that ſpeaks 


him near !---How ſhall I meet him? 


And yet I muſt! "I Rake 


FERNANDEZ. 35 
And haſt thou found a grave, 


Poor wench! before thy fire ?---yet thy ſhort date 
Leaves age to envy it. The mortal toil 
With thee was quickly oer; and from the ills, 
Which ſtir and blacken in the train of life, 


From pain, from caſualty,---from human miſchiet 
Thou art ſafe, my child ! --- nothing can now 
8 approach „ LEING 
To violate thy peace !---But thy poor father, 


The fickly ſport of the groſs elements, 


\V 
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Beneath theſe changeful ſkies, ma ſtill be kept 


For ſome more ſearching cruelty of fate! 


Yet what can fate do more I face, my 


child, 


Had pluck'd his nature from the famiſh'd tiger, 

And planted pity in his breaft !---but thou, 
Oh! thou Alphonfo!---thou whole human veins 
Soft fortune ſhould have fill'd with liquid balm, 


To do a deed hke this ! But the bleſs'd fun _ 

That grves the mine its flame, the flower its | 
ſweetneſs; 

With all its heavenly energy, corrupts 

The carcaſ into foulneſs. 


: Enter Queen, Prpko, and ATTENDANTS. 


PzpRO. 
(Entering) Murder'd ! fay you ? 


Inez my father {...Yes---I muſt and will - 
x Your * is vain !---worlds cannot hold me from 


her- 
Ha! in her blood! — daggers and murder! — 
horrible! 
Who i is thus {lain ?---ſome demon frighted me 
By yelling---Inez !---where's my lovely wife? 


Tis death I -Oh! well! (Faints) 


' Queen. 
Halle! chafe his temples, Sir, 


And try to bring back life {---Ah this I fear d! 
He's gone tor ever | 


FERNANDEZ. 


Be appeaſed !---he breathes. 


His pulſes play.---Raiſe him a little---lee, 
Life reddens on his bp !---he moves--- 


12 
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£5 Ad} 8 
5 . 
Why call me 


Bock to the had day ?---Oh choſen cruelty! 
To ſtretch me thus upon the rack of being, 
Curſed with intelligence !---Ha !---who art thou? 
The father?---no---no father !--that bleſs'd name 
Is torn from thee for ever !—Inez !—Inez !— 
Where is ſhe?—I muſt ſee her —ſome ſmall life 
May ſlumber 1n the heart, and at my touch 
She will awake! 
Fru Au DEZ. 


F orbear the wounding ght! 
Let me, who am a wretch, ſpeak comfort to you! 
| Oh! lay! attend to reaſon !— 


PrpRO. 


6 7 Talk of . „ 
Old man! chou'lt loſt a daughter, fond and 


j duteous 

{| 4 As ever bleſs'd a rarent—hey ſoft hand 

Wt Had gently led thee to the grave, and cloſed 
Fi Thy heavy lids —but what is that? W hy man! 

5 She was my very ſoul !—more than the love 

1 Of fifty lathers throned her in my boſom! _ 

And nowhere is ſhep—nay -I will behold her! 

5 Will preſs her to my breaſt, will faſten kiſſes 

"Bt On her cold lips !—Held you a mirror to them? 

| | A breath might ſtain it!—that her breath would 

1 . never, 

11 It was fo pure!—Dead---ſaid you?---n0---hence 

4 from me— 

tl ; Þ muſt.—muſt lee her! 

1 

i FERNANDEZ. 


Stay! . me! Sir, 
For an aſſoclate in diſtreſs !---my loſs 


* 
; 
1 
j 
| | 
. 
| 
| 
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Is great, - my feeling of it exquiſ te: 


Yet can I bend to Heaven; yet fly to reaſon 


From paſſion's wild luggeſtions. ---Hold! your 


phrenſy 


Can never bring her back. 


PE PDRO. 
Back 3 I er 


Never ig madneſs l. -yet it may not be! 
| Haſt ſeen her? 


FxRNAN DEZ. 
ee 
PrDRo. 
Her death's a fable eat: 


They ve 35 borne wad away ſhed her 


blood! 


They could not do it! 


FennanDzz. 
© Gracious Sir, be temperate! - 


d Think of my ſtate, which fain would give the 


comfort 


It fondly aſks. 


' Pepro, 
Oh! honour'd Sir! Ie 


| Returning calmneſs !---pardon me!---my reaſon 
Has wander'd, and left ſenſe alone behind 


To agonize and rave!---O Sir!---thy fate 


Is ſad!---Though my heart's avarice of pain 
Would fondly graſp the whole of this rare loſs; 
Jet muſt I Yd 


thee part!---Ha! what is this? | 


(/ooking on the 722 . = 
= Look!---ſee!--- tis blood! whaice came it? 


from the heart? 
1. 3 


ans INEZ, 


Moſt horrible !—Oh Inez !—Inez!—Inez! _ 
Thou art not far the crimſon track of murder 


Will lead me to thee !—Hence!—no more delay! 


Py the Attendants) 
| LN Artend. 


Where have you laid her?— 


| Queen. | 
O my ſon! let her 


Who bore TOR and who fed thee with her milk, 


Entreat thee patience—yet withdraw thyſelf! 


Exaſperate not thine anguiſh! time will give thee 
The comfort, which we cannot! 


PrDRO. 
Can time, mother, 


Create an Inez form ſuch lovelineſs 

Of feature and of ſoul? and then combine 
The heavenly being vitally with me? 5 
Can time do this? See what is vonder Madam! 5 


(Back ſcene opens and [covers the body i INEZ 
 wotth Attendants.) 


By Heavens tis ſhe l- but where's the fond 


embrace 


That wont to be my welcome 2—Oh cold 
cold 


Thine eyes are cloſed, my girl !—O<look upon 


me. 


It is thy Pedro ſpeaks!—would that my balls 
Were fightleſs—as are thine!—this ſpettacle 
Makes their ſenſe torture O my ſtout —ſtout : 


heart! 


Wilt thou at len gth give way ?—Oh—Oh! Ts fire 


QuEEN. ; 
n him! 


3 Vad Py... 


n 


ut ? 


ts 
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Nature can never bear this ſearful tumult, 
And I muſt loſe my fon! 


FERNANDEZ. 
Hope better—Madam! 


Tis on!) nature s wile retreat from horror. 
Life is ſtrong in him. =O! my lovely daughter! 
That I ſhould live to this Pride !—cruelty! ! 

Alphonſo !—lee!—this 1 1s your bleeding triumph 

Oer a poor guiltleſs woman!—Lite's mfliction 

Wich me will ſoon be cloſed !- thank age for that! 

Nor thou, my child! nor my Lorenza long 

| Shall envy me a ſhare of your repoſe! 

| He wakes 1-my grief be huſh d 


Px D RO. 
What ſtill alive! 


FE 0 death!—death!_ death! and wilt chou not 


attend 


| When a wretch calls thee, to Klee his pains 5 
Here thou could'ſt come unalk'd *—but 1 will 


drag thee, | 
Deteſted monſter \—trembling and huge 


From thy black cave this arm ſhall force thee 


to me! 


Fr RNA N DEZ. 


Fn (Running to Pzpro, ) Hold Sir! what mean you 


PEDRO. 
Thanks! I'm calm again! 


f 8 hath incloſed the ſanctuary of life 
From our own raſh intruſion !—Heaven's high 


will 


0 Be till obey d 0 I will bear to live! 


( boring the dagger on the 3 


Why I look you wildly thus? 
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Away temptation AI will dare to ſuffer | 
The lingering wretchedneſs of breath !—perhaps 


Heaven in its gracious pleaſure may reſerve me 


To puniſh crimes like this The thought re- 


vives me! 


Blood calls for blood! But ah! their forfeit lives 
Would ill atone for thine, thou murder'd virtue! 


—Yet would it eaſe my pains to ſee them ſuffer, 


The claim of 7 as ſatisfied. To ſee 


My father ſuffer too ?---He is a murderer! 


Would he were not my father!--Come Alphonſo! 
Perfidious and unnatural Alphonſo, _ | 
: Satiate thyſelf with r OO thy ven- 


geance ! * 


Give me the death L aſk! 


: (Behind the Se ener) You muſt not Madam! 


LEONORA (bebind the ſeenes).. 


Not enter, peaſant hence ho dares deny 
me 


Admiſſion to my Lord ? 


Enter LEONORA. 


LEONORA. 


1 come, my Pedro! 
Kind in deſpite of 1 injuries, to offer 


N ay to ſolicit friendſhip.— This is ſad! 


(Veing the body) 


PD RO. 
F ly hence thou r 


Leſt I be tempted to avenge thy crimes. 
Behold'ſt thou this! while yet thou may lt in 


ſafety, 


Away! —1 charge thee! 
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SS ethos LEONORA. | 

e Pedro! I can weep 

2 For what you weep :—weep for my rival's fall! 
Wrong me not with ſuſpicion !—all my fault 
5 Is mad affection for a man that hates me ! 

4 PxDRO. 


Talk of affeRion l-talk of murder only! 

| Thy hands are thick with murder !—Ocean's 
Er 
Can never cleanſe them! 


LEONOR A. 


This is phrenſy, Pedro! TOR 
I've done no harm. I grieve for what has 
happen d. 


I: am not ſtain d with blood! 


Pxpro. 


Yes deeply, woman! 
Thou art all blood!—each feature's grim with it. 
AY breath 1 is blood-ſtain'd!-- Hence or this 
= (taking up the dagger.) 3 


* i 


LEONORA. 

OE. Nay—ſtrike! 

Here i: 18 my preaſtl-think fl thou ] fear to die, 
Fo Like oY pale, milky Inez 2 —ltrike ! 
a) PRE DRO. 8 

Thus then —0 ering to trite. }: 

Bu—ha!—ſhed woman's blood 2 much 1 
1 


Has flow'd already that Alphonſo 3 
And his fell dogs of {laughter !-—Live, bels 


woman ! F: 


in 


| 
ö 
1 


Ex pects thee at the altar: there A 
Shall join your ſpotted hands. Furies 5 ſhall howl 
Your nuptial ſong, and curſe your teeming bed 

: With a rey” brood of murder !—Bear her hence! 
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Be life thy puniſhment, as, by thy crimes, 
It is become my woe Hence! ar Alvaro 


phonſo 


LIONORA. 
Nay then, VII ſhew thee what a ſoul I own! 


(Attempts, to Aab herſelf. PEDRO runs andwreſts 


the dagger from her.) 


This is a woman 'S act! 


PE D RO. 
No Thou ſhalt live! 


The meaſure of thy guilt o'erflows — 2 
| Dare not to charge it more! : 


Lroxora. 
Deny me too 


The privilege of death o- but that mou canſt 


not! 
My own high will can yet command my fate, 
And ſtop my ſtruggling breath.— Alvaro wed me! 


My curles reſt on him Thy pains delight me! 


Yes! there ſhe bleeds (pointing to the body) the 

victim of my wrongs | 
And all my ſhare in this great act of juſtice 
Shall be my triumph! [ Exrt borne off. 


FERNANDEZ. 
What a fiend 1 1s this? 


PE D RO. 
She 1 18 i inhuman !—O my Ether! 


For I have none but thee If thou canſt pardon 


4 


* 


lon 
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Alphonſo's offspring, let us barter charities. 
In this ſad world of guilt and ſuffering, 
Be thy experience and example mine, 


To ſhew the dan ger and "ug eſt the firmneſs. 


My youth and . all be thine to cheer 
„ 


And throw a tranſient luſtre o'er r thy cloſe. ; 
Still, my dear mother, let thy tenderneſs 


Sooth thy unhappy ſon: I'm wholly thine. 


But hint not peace !—difluade me not from ven · 


geance! 45 


Z Vengeance is Heaven's demand |—Whence this 


intruſion? 15 


Ente. Mzs$ENGER, 


MESSENGER, 5 


My Lord, the country, raiſed by the report. 
our invaded caſtle, and to action * 
Se 1 by your noble friends, the lords Henriquez | 


? _ Orellana, haſten'd to the ſuccour 


Ot their dear miſtreſs, and much honour” d prince. 


| PEDRO. | 
Too late, alas! their love to intercept 


[. THE dreadful blow! 2 


MESSENGER, it 
Too late to intercept; 
But not, my Lord, to . 
PDRO. 5 
55 What's that ?—lay on! 
MESSENGER. | 
Soon as the people heard of the Fs 1 


z They flew to ſeize the paſſes, which command 
K 
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And, lion-l 
But his three friends were taken. | 


Gloomy and ſullen : but the other two. 
Suing with tears for EEE 8s 


To ſuffer what they fear'd not to infli& ? 
Moſt cruel daſtards! 


INE 2. 


The road to Coimbra.—There 2 met the al. 


ſaſſins, 


Attack d and routed them. 


PE DRO. 
680 the the! 


Fell the curſed ſons of murder? : 


\ MuszanGen.. 5 
The King fled, 


Saved b the valour of a faithful few 


Among hi e. cer Undaunted was his ſpirit, 
e, even in his flight he threaten'd, 


'Pepro. 
| Haſte! run yt 


| Seize Lge them here! 1 


Mz SSENGER. 
The furious people took 


5 Their forfeit lives. 


' Pzpro. 
How died they? 


| MESSENGE R. 
Old Gonſalez 


PE DRO. 85 
Ha! could they Chae 


Mes5ENGER, 
The indi gnant people 
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Bade them ex ect the mercy that they gave: 
| Then plungedahundred weapons in their boſoms. 


PE DRO. 


Heavens! this is right!—would that my eyes 
lad ſeen it! 

My hands had done it—Ah! their deaths were 5 

peedy? hah 


 Mxs$SENGER. 
Inflant, my Lord! 


 PeproO. 


. Hell hounds! -—they ſhould have 1 
Ages in dying!—ſhould have howl'd away 

J heir horrid ſouls in flames! -yet death perhaps, : 

ls all that n man can claim from wretched man. : 


| MgsSENGER. „ 


1 be 0 multitude, with the great nobles 

Il Douro and the north, tis ſaid, my Lord! 
To-morrow will be here to tender vu 

The throne, from which they vow to tear Al- 


phonſo. 
PrDRO. 
That muſt not be —Retire!—your 2eal, my 
friend, 


Shall hav reward (Exit MESSENGER. ) No— 
© never will I wrench 
The = from the Monarch's graſp p fil 
ET 1 

| Still reign, my Sire !—thy 1 thy ſon 
Be thy crime's puniſher !—and what, alas! 

Is empire now to me, who ſtand alone 

Upon a ruin'd world \—Be thine, my mother! 
To calm our friends reſentments, and ſuſpend 
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The e foot of war: aud oh! provide 
That this fweet clay be ſolemnly intombd 
With all the rites of royalty !---O Inez! 


| thought, my love! to paſs with thee a life 
Bleſſi leſs'd!---ah miſerable error! 


Farewell for ever!--When my heart hath ceaſed 
From its fad labour, as it ſoon muſt ceaſe, 

Oh! lay me to her boſom in the grave, 
Where man's fell Pride ſhall never - ao us more. 


— 


"THE END. 
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